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TO 

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD ELCHO, 

&c. &e. Ac. 

Mt dear Elcho, 

I BEG leave to dedicate this volume to you, not only as my 
Kinsman, but as a Brother Sportsman, and one whose unrivalied 
celebrity as a Horseman, and a Deer-stalker, renders him peculiarly 
well calculated to reflect honour on a work of this nature. 

Knowing you, as I do, to be a proficient in the noble art of wood- 
craft, and fully alive to the beauties of the grooved barrel, I trust that 
the Lidian adventures of " The Old Forest Ranger " may serve, like 
the silly ballads of a wandering minstrel, to wile away an idle hour ; 
and, if so, the "^rm aidd Carle ^ will have fully accomplished the 
object I had in view in sending him to your door. 

Believe me ever. 

My dear Elcho, 

Your affectionate Cousin, 

WALTER CAMPBELL. 



PEEFACE TO THE FIKST EDITION. 



nPHEEE is an old Scotch saying, more remarkable 
for truth than elegance, to this effect — " Gie the Loon 
an inch, and he'U tak' an eU," and this, I fear, may, 
with some propriety, be applied to me in the present 
instance. 

The kind reception I met with, under the disguise of 
** The Old Forest Kanger,*' has encoui*aged me to reprint, 
in a connected form, my papers on Indian Field Sports, 
which have appeared from time to time in the pages of the 
" New Monthly Magazine,*' and once more to sue for favour 
at the hands of the Public^ 

I have introduced two new Chapters, and made some 
other slight additions to the original matter, which, with 
th6 aid of a few illustrations, derived from sketches made in 
India, and tolerably copious notes, containing descriptions 
and authentic anecdote^ of the various animals mentioned 
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in the work, may, I hope, induce my former kind Readers 
once more to smile upon tlie " Old Forest Eanger " in his 
new jerkin. 

Whether I have acted a prudent part, or not, in so doing, 
still remains to be prored. But, stand, or fall, the deed is 
done. I have thrown aside the spectacles and red nightcap 
of Koondah, and now, in my own name, venture to crave, 
from an hitherto indulgent Public, a lenient criticism of the 
Old Forest Hanger's many imperfections. 

That there are defects of style I am fully aware, and am 
prepared to submit, with resignation, to any chastisement 
which the gentle Critics may see fit to inflict upon me for 
my sins in this respect. But I feel myself entitled to claim 
for my descriptions — Indian stories though they be — the 
merit of authenticity. 

My object in writing the following pages was to present 
my readers with a faithful sketch of some of the more 
exciting Field Sports of India ; and, to insure my doing so, 
I have confined myself almost exclusively to the description 
of such scenes and adventures as either my Brother, or I, 
or both of us — for we hunted in couples occasionally — ^have 
witnessed. The few exceptions to this general rule are 
anecdotes which I have had from men on whose word I 
could place implicit reliance, and for which I have given my 
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authority in the notes. To my Brother, Mr. George 
Campbell of the Bombay Civil Service, I am indebted for 
many valuable extracts from his Indian Journal. 

My Characters are purely fictitious, and are merely intro- 
duced, like the subordinate performers in Van Amburg*s 
exhibitions, to serve as foils to the wild beasts, and to 
avoid the repetition of that eternal egotistical I, which is 
so disagreeable in a personal narrative. 

Should these pages ever meet the eye of any of my 
Brother Officers of the 62nd Regiment — ^the Regiment in 
which I began my military career, and in whose ranks I 
visited " the Land of the Sun " — I beg to assure them 
that "Watty Campbell," the ''Jungle Wallah;'* in spite 
of time and distance, has still a warm comer iu his heart 
for the old " Wiltshire Springers," in whose society 
he has spent so many happy days, by sea and by land, 
in quarters and in camp, at the mess-table and in the 
hunting-field. 

To my late Brother Officers of the Royal Fusileers I 
would also beg to oflfer a word of kind remembrance, with 
the assurance that, although circumstances rendered my 
stay among them more brief than I could have wished, I 
shall ever look back, with pride and pleasure, to the short 

* Jtmgle Wallah — Jungle Man, or Wild BCan of the Woods — ^my regimental 
nick-name. 
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time I had the honour of serving in that distinguished 
Corps. 

And to all those who are kind enough to devote an idle 
hour to the Old Man's idle tales, I beg to offer my most 
grateful thanks. 

W. C. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



'THAT shrewd old fox Burton, in his "Anatomy of 
Melancholy," a work which, of all others, most unmer- 
ciftdly exposes the nakedness of poor human nature, 
asserts that Authors are the most vainglorious of all 
animals : — 

" They are like deformed women, who easily believe those 
that tell them they are fair." 

You have only to praise a scholar, and straightway " he 
will eviscerate himself like a spider — study till he dies." 

" They affect to write, de conterrvptu gloria, yet will they 
put their names to their books." 

" *Tis their only study, day and night, to be commended 
and applauded, when indeed, in all wise men*s judgments, 
they are empty vessels, funges, beside themselves, derided, 
* Et ut camelus in proverbioy qucerens cornua, etiam quos 
habebat av/res amiaiV " 

Or, in plain English, they are like the camel in the fable. 
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who prayed to Jupiter for horns, and was punished for his 
ambition by losing his ears. 

Unpleasant truths are these; with a shrewd hint, methinks, 
to us small fry, that if we are fortunate enough to get 
through a first edition, we had better leave well alone, and 
not tempt our fate by venturing on a second. 

" And yet," remarks a sarcastic looking old gentleman, 
" in the face of all this, you must needs yield to the demon 
of vanity, and not only put forth a second edition, but 
eviscerate yourself, like a spider, in spinning a prefatory 
cobweb, wherewith, forsooth, to catch the unwary Public !" 

'Tis true, most learned Critic, " and pity 'tis 'tis true," 
perhaps. — But have patience, I pray thee ; we have not yet 
done with our friend Burton. 

The old moral anatomist, severe though he be upon such 
as, " like deformed women," are too ready to swallow com- 
pliments, does not forget to have a slap at those who run 
into the opposite extreme, and "affect to contemn all praise." 

" They think themselves free when, indeed, they are most 
mad. Like Diogenes, intus gloriantur, they brag inwardly, 
feed themselves fat with self-conceit, which is no better than 
hypocracy." 

Now, I never was an admirer of the philosopher in the 
tub, and have no wish to be suspected of "hypocracy;" 
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therefore, Sir Critic, with all due deference to your superior 
judgment, I shall tell the truth, and honestly confess that I 
was flattered by the very gratifying reception which the first 
edition of the " Old Forest Eanger " met with at the hands 
of the public. 

The greater part of the impression was disposed of within 
six months; and in twelve months, from the date of 
publication, the book was out of print. This unexpected 
success was naturally gratifying to me as an unknown 
author, and not the less so, from the circumstance of my 
having published at my own risk, no one thinking it worth 
his while to stand godfather to an unfledged bantling. And 
now that a second edition has been called for, it would be 
mere affectation of modesty on my part not to acknowledge 
that I respond to the call with the greatest possible pleasure, 
and launch the second edition without hesitation, confidently 
hoping that it will not be less well received than was the 
first. 

The work has been carefully revised, many errors which 
had crept into the first edition have been corrected, and 
some slight additions have been made to the notes ; and 
having been got up not only in an entirely new form, but at 
a reduced price, it is hoped that the " Old Forest Eanger " 
will be found in every respect improved. 

It now only remains for me to return my grateful thanks 
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to the Public in general, and my Fair Eeaders in particular, 
for their very kind reception of the " Old Forest Eanger," 
on his first appearance, and to express a hope that the 
venerable sportsman may yet again be cheered by the smile 
of beauty. 

W. C. 
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THE OLD FOEEST RANGER. 



1 WORD FROM THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

\ EADER, coTildst thou see us, as we 
are now, reposing in our easy chair; 
) our once muscular limbs swathed 
in flannel bandages ; a red woollen 
nightcap covering our scanty locks; 
y~ /jf Jf'_^ 9tm^^^u ^^ "^^ stubborn back bending, at 
length, nnder the weight of four- 
l score years; thou wouldst find it 
hard to credit that this trembling 
hand, which now can scarcely guide 
the pen, was wont, of yore, to poise, with deadly aim, yon long- 
barrelled rifle; or that the grim trophies of the chase, which 
grace the walls of our favourite study, and on which we still gaze 
with all the pride of an American savage sitting amidst the smoke- 
dried scalps of his enemies, were fairly ta'en, in sylvan warfare, 
by the white-headed Old Man who now ventures to address thee. 
Yet 80 it is. Gentle Reader — The Old Forest Banger, once 
the terror of wild beasts, is now reduced to this. — Think not, 
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however, that we repine at our lot. — ^The old dog hath had his 
day, — a right merry day it was too — and although in our declining 
years, we look back, with pleasure, to the exploits of our youth, 
we do so, also, with feelings of gratitude to our Maker, who hath 
protected us through many dangers, and brought us back in 
safety, from a far distant land, to lay our aged bones in the same 
romantic glen of our beloved Highlands, where first we drew the 
breath of life. 

We have been gazing, for the last hour, upon the trophies 
which surround us, till our head swims, and our heart bums, 
with glowing recollections of how each grinning savage bled and 
died. — ^The soul-stirring scenes come so vividly before us, that 
we feel an irresistible temptation to commit our thoughts to paper. 
And write we will, if it be only for the sake of furnishing one 
other instance of feline ferocity, besides the tragical fate of poor 
Monro — an anecdote which, in spite of its being half a century 
old, and worn to tatters by constant use, still continues to be 
quoted, with undiminished satisfaction, by every writer who 
wishes to impress his readers with a wholesome dread of the 
tiger's cannibal propensities; as if it were the only well- 
authenticated instance on record, of such a catastrophe. 

We feel it also to be due to the character of our brother 
hunters, who pursue the 

" Crafty dysporte of venery ** 

in a gentlemanlike manner, to disabuse the minds of such of our 
readers as may have been led away by the accounts of travelled 
cockneys, and seduced into the belief that Indian sportsmen 
indulge in the vile practices of shooting hog on the plains, hunt- 
ing bagged jackals, redolent of asafcetida, and slaying pea-fowl in 
jungles frequented by deer. 

Such things are done no doubt ; and done, perhaps, by men 
who rejoice in the name of snorting characters^ but not by 
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The man who sAoots a hog in a hunting country in India^ is 
held up to greater execration than a convicted vulpecide would be 
in Leicestershire. No man who can ride well up to an old gray 
boar, will ever demean himself or his good horse, by following 
a poor, dripping, broken-hearted vermin, till he is trotted to 
death by a parcel of mangy curs. And we have invariably 
remarked that those who habitually indulge in the innocent 
pastime of peacock and jungle-fowl shooting, are young gentle- 
men who, having devoted their early youth to the rearing of tame 
rabbits, have never learnt to appreciate the beauties of a grooved 
barrel, and have, therefore, signally failed in their attempts 
upon nobler game ; or, as a quaint friend of ours used to express 
himself, 

'^ They have found the wild bucks so extremely bashful that no 
hunter could approach them.'^ 

We have yet another reason for writing, Gentle Eeader, but 
this we must whisper in thine ear. 

We have, long ago, exhausted the patience not only of our 
good Old Lady, but of the Minister, and the Doctor ; indeed of 
all the inhabitants of the parish who have been simple enough to 
let us decoy them into our den. — ^The preliminary clearing of the 
throat, which they recognise too well as the prelude to an Lidian 
story, invariably drives them from our presence ; and being no 
longer able to command a private hearer, we have resolved upon 
the desperate experiment of making an attack upon the public. 

Hurra ! We have renewed our youth, like the royal bird from 
whose wing our pen was plucked. (It is our fancy. Gentle 
Eeader, ever to write with an eaglets quill.) The fire of other 
days is in our blood. — Our eye is, once more, bright. — ^We cast 
oflf our spectacles as an useless encumbrance, and grasp our long- 
neglected rifle, which for years, hath slumbered peacefully above 
the fire-place, reposing upon the brow antlers of a noble stag. — 
The dark Spirit of the woods is upon us. The angry roar of 
the wounded tiger is in our ears. And we snort like an aged 

B 2 
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war-horse, who hath been roused by the trmnpef s sound, as we 
look back, through the long vista of bygone years, on the sylvan 
warfare of our youth. 

We see thee now, thou green spot in the wilderness, where 
first we pitched our solitary hunter's tent. Oft have the gloomy 
arches of the eternal forest, in which thou art embossed, echoed 
to the crack of our trusty rifle. Oft has thy green herbage been 
stained with the life-blood of the stately bison. 

Hurra ! for the wild woods I 

Hurra ! for the headlong charge of the miglity Bull ! And 
thrice Hurra ! for the deadly grooved barrel before which he 
bows his proud forehead to the dust ! ! 

But hush ! We are getting beside ourselves. Our unusual fit of 
excitement hath got the better of our discretion. And our much 
respected Consort, who was approaching to administer our morn- 
ing potation of Athol-brose, hath fled in dismay, wringing her 
hands, and proclaiming aloud that, 

"The Laird hath gaen horn-wudi" 

We must compose ourselves, else we shaQ lose our character as 
well as our Athol-brose, 

So ! — ^We have pacified our better-half, quaffed our morning 
cup, and replaced our spectacles with becoming gravity. — The 
Spirit of the woods hath passed away. — ^We have laid aside our 
rifle, resumed our eagle quill, and the Old Forest Ranger hath 
once more subsided into a douce and cannie Carle. 

Eeader, if thou art, like us, a thorough-paced old Sportsman, 
one who hath advanced through all the progressive -stages of 
practical gunnery, from the firing of twopenny cannon, on the 
King's birth-day, to the scientific use of the grooved barrel. — If 
thou hast a soul capable of appreciating the manifold beauties of 
that most perfect weapon the double-barrelled rifle, — armed with 
which the solitary Hunter wanders fearless among the savage 
beasts of the wilderness. If, in short, thou art as great an 
enthusiast in the noble art of wood-craft, as we were in our 
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younger days, we trust that even our imperfect sketches of Indian 
field-sports, may afford thee an hour's amusement. Thou wilt be 
ready to make every allowance for the defects of a brother sports- 
man's style ; and to thee, therefore, we think it unnecessary to 
make any apology, for asking thee to accompany us into the 
woods. — It may, perhaps, remind thee of old times. 

Eeader, if thou art no Sportsman, then we do feel some delicacy 
in asking thee to join us, lest thou shouldst be disappointed. If 
thou art inclined to shoulder a rifle and follow us in our wan- 
derings, we say come, and welcome ! We shall be right proud 
of thy company; and will do our best to inspire thee with that 
wild spirit of adventure which imparts the principal charm to an 
Indian Hunter's life. But we forewarn thee that thou wilt be 
introduced to savage men, and savage beasts; and if such society 
liketh thee not, we pray thee to remember that the blame lies not 
at our door. 

Eeader, if thou art a critic, dogging our path for the unworthy 
purpose of noting every false step, and picking holes in a poor 
old man's coat, we say, — ^Aroint thee! We go armed; and 
aged though we be, have not yet forgotten how to handle 
a rifle. 

We hardly dare to hope that the Gentler Sex will so far honour 
us, as to illuminate our blood-stained pages, with the sunshine 
of their eyes. But, in the event of our being so highly favoured, 
we feel that, to them, some apology is due for introducing them 
to such uncouth scenes. 

Vailing our bonnet, then, and bowing full low, we would thus 
crave permission to address our Fair Eeader. 

We are but a poor Old Forester, gentle Lady ; one unfit to tell 
a tale in lady's bower. But, as hunters of old were wont to oflfer 
up grim trophies of the chase at the shrine of beauty, so do we 
venture to lay this unworthy volume at thy feet. Spurn it not, 
gentle Lady. It is aU an Old Forester has to ofl'er, and, for thy 
sake, he heartily wishes it more worthy of thy perusal. 



THE OLD FOBEST BANQEB. 




i HUNTING ON THE NEILGHEEEY KILIS. 

^T was on one of those heavenly morn- 
ings peculiar to the climate of the 
I Neilgherry Hills, where the brilliancy 
of a tropical sky is combined with 
the freshness of an European sunrise, 
that three handsome Arab horses, 
accoutred for the field, and each led 
by a native horsekeeper, might be 
seen slowly passing to and fro in 
front of one of the pretty little 
tiiatched cottages which, scattered 
irregularly over the sides of the hills, form the Cantonment of 
Ootacamund. 

Presently a group of three sportsmen, in hunting dresses, 
issued irom the doorway, and the impatient steeds snorted Mid 
pawed the ground, as if to welcome the approach of their riders, 

" A fine scenting day this, lads," exclaimed the elder of the 
party, looking up towards the sky, and carefully buttoning a 
warm spencer over his green hunting-coat. 

The speaker was a man apparently about fifty years of age : 
his hair, which had originally been dark brown, was slightly 
sprinkled with gray, and the corpulence of his figure would, at 
first sight, have led one to suppose that his sporting-days were 
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over. But the healthy, though, dark, colour of his cheek, showed 
that he had spent much of his time in the open air, whilst his 
firm step and piercing eye convinced one that he could still 
breast a hill, or squint along a clouded band with some hopes of 
success. 

The second person in the group was a tall wiry figure, whose 
large bones and well-knit joints gave promise of great strength 
and unusual activity. He was accoutred in a short round jacket 
of fustian, the colour of which approached as nearly as possible 
to the faded tints of withered fern or dry bamboo. His legs 
were cased in long leggings of deer-skin, which reached half- 
way up the thigh, and were fastened by a strap to his girdle ; 
his head was covered by a small cap of Astracan fur, and 
an ammunition-pouch of dressed bear-skin was tightly buckled 
round his waist by a broad leathern belt, into which was also 
thrust a hunting-knife of unusual size, with a buckhom 
handle handsomely mounted in silver. His accoutrements 
altogether were those of a half reclaimed savage; but the 
aristocratic cast of his features, the proud glance of his eye, and 
his erect military carriage, declared at once the gentleman, the 
soldier, and the daring sportsman. His complexion had been 
tanned to the colour of mahogany by long exposure to a tropical 
sun, his short upper lip was shaded by black mustaches, and the 
expression of his countenance gave one the idea of a silent and 
reserved person, who, from long habit and perhaps from having 
spent much of his time in solitary rambles through the trackless 
forest, had acquired much of the stoical philosophy of an 
American Indian, and, like him, was very cautious of betraying 
his feelings. A keen observer of human nature, however, might 
have detected, in the occasional flash of his dark eye, evident 
tokens of a fiery and restless spirit, well disciplined, indeed, 
but ready to burst forth, if occasion required, like the sudden 
eruption of a volcano. 

The third person, who stood by his side, formed a striking 
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contrast^ both in appearance and dress, to the weather-beaten 
sportsman. He was a slender, fair-haired lad, apparently about 
eighteen years of age, whose rosy complexion, and boyish manner, 
showed that he had but lately emerged from the thraldom of 
school discipline, and had not as yet braved the fiery climate 
of India for more than a few months. In short, he had all 
the appearance of a gentlemanlike young man, who had but 
lately arrived from England, and was stiU in all the happy 
ignorance of early griffi/nage. His glossy new hat, fashionably 
cut green hunting-coat, breeches of virgin-white, and well 
polished top-boots, were sufiicient to convince the most casual 
observer that he belonged to that unhappy race of mortals who, for 
twelve months after their arrival in the Honourable Company^s 
dominions, are considered fair game both by Europeans and 
Natives, and are accordingly quizzed and plundered without 
mercy, for the very good, and no doubt satisfactory, reason, that 
they are only Griffim. The party had just descended the steps 
of the veranda, and were about to mount their horses, when the 
sylph-like figure of a lovely girl appeared in the doorway, and 
rushing towards the elder of the party, with her fair hair stream- 
ing in the breeze, playfully imprinted a kiss on his weather-beaten 
cheek. 

''Ah! you little rogue !^' exclaimed he; "what has roused 
you from your bed at this early hour?^' 

''The desire to say good morning to you. Papa, and to wish 
you success. You know you never have good sport unless I see 
you off and give you a sprig of my charmed heather-bush to 
stick in your cap. The last time I did so you killed that large 
tiger which now stands stuffed in the veranda. But as you are 
so ungrateful as to forget the potency of your little Fairy^s spell, 
you shall have no heather to-day. My gentle Cousin shall bear 
the palm,^^ cried she, as she turned towards the younger of the 
party. " Come hither, Charles ; you have declared yourself my 
true Knight, and as such are bound by all the laws of chivalry to 
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wear my colours in your cap. Kneel, sir, and receive the favour 
with becoming humility." 

Charles knelt at the feet of his Fair Kinswoman, whilst she, 
with a roguish look of mock gravity, fixed in his cap a small 
bunch of heath — a plant which even in the cool climate of the 
Neilgherry Hills is reared as an exotic — saying, as she did so, 

"Arise, Sir Knight; be daring and bold, do credit to my 
badge, and presume not to return into this presence without some 
trophy worthy to be laid at my feet." 

The elder Lorimer was by tHs time in the saddle, and shouting 
impatiently to his nephew. 

Charles hastily kissed the hand of the pretty tyrant, while she, 
doing her best to look affronted at his presumption, turned from 
him with a dignified toss of her little head, courtesied demurely 
to Captain Mansfield, and bounded into the house like a young 
antelope. The two young men mounted in haste, and following 
the elder Lorimer, dashed down the hill at a smart gallop. 

Charles was, or was not, in love with his pretty cousin Kate, 
just as my Fair Readers (if I am so far honoured as to have any) 
may think probable : I am no judge of such matters. But as he 
rattled his fiery little Arab down the steepest part of the hill, with 
a careless seat and slackened rein, he certainly appeared absent, 
to say nothing of his humming to himself) but loud enough to be 
overheard by his companions, a love-lorn ditty, about music, love, 
and flowers. In this amusement, however, he was soon inter- 
rupted by a long whistle of astonishment from his uncle, 
accompanied by a thundering injunction, to mind his bridle- 
hand, and not break the horse^s knees, although he was perfectly 
welcome to take what liberties he liked with his own neck. 

"Why, Charles,^^ continued old Lorimer, "you look like a 
moon-struck poet, more fit to wield a grey goose-quill than a 
rifle. Music, love, and flowers, indeed ! Hang it, the boy must 
either be in love, or a bom simpleton. Stay till you hear my 
pups giving tongue together, like a chime of bells, with the crack 
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of a two-ounce rifle, and the whistle of a rugged bullet by way of 
accompaniment, and then you will have some notion what music 
means. That is the music for the woods, my lad, and so you 
will think, in time, when I have got you fairly blooded; but till 
then, I pray you, let us have no more Arcadian ditties/' 

''Well, well,'' interrupted Charles, "never mind, Uncle; you 
know I have not yet had much experience in field-sports, and 
you can hardly expect me to be an enthusiast in the art ; but I 
trust that, under your good tuition, I shall soon improve. I 
have been told that pea-fowl and jungle-fowl are numerous in 
these hills; and I have with me a double-barrelled gun, by 
Purdie, which, I flatter myself, will do some execution amongst 
them." 

''Pea-fowl, jungle-fowl, and a double-barrelled gun!" ex- 
claimed the Old Gentleman, checking his horse, and turning 
towards his nephew, with a look of the most sovereign contempt. 
" Why, you misbegotten whelp, do you take me for one of those 
thistle-whipping vermin who prowl about the woods with a 
smooth-bored popgun, murdering partridges and quail ? who flog 
their unhappy curs if they show blood enough to give tongue on 
the slot of a deer, and get drunk for very joy, if, by any lucky 
chance, one of the imps succeeds in circumventing a pea-fowl ? 
Do you suppose, sir, that those noble hounds, which were sent 
on this morning to the hunting-ground, attended by twenty well- 
armed beaters, are kept to scour the woods for quaU, or that my 
favourite rifle, 'Kill-devil,' which, tliis very season, has cut a 
ragged hole in the dun hides of thirty deer, not to mention a few 
bears and tigers, is a weapon to be soiled with the blood of 
jackals ? I tell thee, boy, I have not had a smooth barrel in my 
hands these twenty years : the thing does very well for school- 
boys to shoot hedge-sparrows withal ; but a rifle, sir, a rifle, is 
the only weapon fit for a man to handle, and no one shall hunt 
with my hounds that uses any other." 

"I crave your pardon, my worthy Uncle!", said the good- 
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natured lad, with a smile; ''but, as I told you before, I am no 
sportsman, and I was not aware that using a smooth-bored gun 
was considered such a heinous offence in this country/' 

"Well, well, boy, never mind; I was perhaps over-hasty. 
You shall shoot with one of my rifles to-day, and I have no 
doubt that, when you have learnt to handle it a little, you will 
fully appreciate the beauties of the weapon, and become a convert 
to my system. But here is the cover in sight, so a truce to 
talking, and let us to business.'' 

They were now descending a rugged bridle path, which led 
into a sequestered valley, clothed with the richest herbage, and 
flanked by stupendous mountains, the sides of which were inter- 
sected with numerous and well-wooded ravines. It was a 
glorious sight, and one to inspire a poet or a painter, inde- 
pendently of the feeHngs which warmed the blood of the sportsmen, 
and made it course through their veins with a freer motion, as if 
purged from all the grosser particles of humanity. The higher 
hills were stiU shrouded in mist, whilst the bosom of the 
valley was flooded by a deluge of light, such as none but a 
tropical sun can impart. Thin wreaths of vapour, like the dim 
ghosts of Ossian, curled slow and majestic up the mountain's 
side, gradually revealing to the eye of the spectator the rich 
foliage of the woods, sparkling with dew-drops, and glowiEg with 
the deep scarlet flowers of the rhododendron. The fresh 
morning air came loaded with the perfume of wild orange-flower 
and jessamine, and the harsh scream of the pea-fowl, blended 
with the cheerful cry of the jungle-cock, might be heard at 
intervals, rising in wild discord from the inmost recesses of the 
woods. 

On a siinny bank, at the foot of the descent, the armed beaters 
(who had been sent on at an early hour in the morning) were 
scattered about in picturesque groups, leaning in careless attitudes 
on their broad-bladed hunting spears, or, with the natural indo- 
lence of Hindoos availing themselves of the opportunity to enjoy 
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a hasty nap in the grateful sunshine. A short distance apart 
from the vulgar throng might be seen the chief huntsman, 
''Ishmail Khan/^ sitting cross-legged on a grassy hillock, smoking 
his kalliomi with true oriental gravity, and complacently stroking 
his long silky beard, as, from time to time, he cast a look of 
paternal tenderness on the pack of noble-looking hounds which 
lay around him. These dogs, to a casual observer, had aU the 
appearance of common English fox-hounds ; but to the eye of a 
sportsman, it was evident that the original breed had been crossed 
with the bull-dog, or the large poligar dog of India, a cross 
which, although it diminishes the beauty and speed of the animal, 
is found to answer better than any other on the Neilgherry Hills, 
where such formidable antagonists as the bear, the wild boar, the 
panther, and even the tiger, are to be encountered. 

As the riders entered the vaUey, the natives arose and saluted 
them with a respectful salaam. The horsekeepers seized the 
bridles of the smoking steeds, and carefuUy spreading a horse- 
cloth over their loins, proceeded to bend and crack each joint of 
their limbs, as is done in the operation of shampooing, previously 
to rubbing them down and dressing them. 

^^ Well,^^ exclaimed Lorimer, as he proceeded with the greatest 
exactness to charge a heavy double-barrelled rifle, which was 
handed to him by one of his attendants — " well, Ishmail, what 
news of game this morning ? Has that liiU-man, who promised 
to be upon the look-out for us, made his appearance yet ? " 

'^No, Sahib,^^ replied Ishmail, in Hindostanee; ^^the slave of 
your highness has not yet arrived. May dogs defile his father^s 
grave ! he is slower than a tortoise." 

'' Here, however, comes our jackaV^ shouted Mansfield; " and 
with good tidings, too, if one may judge by the delighted grin of 
the ill-favoured Pagan." 

At this moment the figure of a half-naked savage, with his head 
uncovered, and his long matted locks flowing in wild confusion 
over his shoulders, emerged from the neighbouring wood, and. 
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descending the hill at a few bounds, prostrated himself at the feet 
of Lorimer. 

" Here, Ishmail/^ said the old gentleman, '' yoa understand 
the language of the creature; desire him to rise, and ask him 
what information he brings/' 

Ishmail having questioned the messenger, turned towards his 
master with a look of great satisfaction. " Your slave has been 
successful, Sahib ; he reports thirty head of deer, marked down 
in different woods, and a sounder of ten wild hog, headed by an 
immense boar, whose tusks he compares to those of an elephant, 
which he has just seen entering this ravine on the north side of 
the vaUey. If your highness would permit me to offer an opinion, 
I should say we had better attack the hog first, else the noise of 
our beaters will cause them to shift their ground.^' 

'' Eight, Ishmail, right ; your old boar is a cunning fellow, and 
steals away at the first whimper of the hounds ; but there is no 
fear of a stag moving when he once gets into good cover.'' 

By this time six other sportsmen had arrived, making in all 
nine guns. 

'' We muster a good field to-day, and shall, I think, be able to 
give a tolerable account of this same sounder of hog ; so, gentle- 
men, the sooner we take our places the better. You, Ishmail, 
must lead the dogs and beaters round the shoulder of this hill, so 
as to gain the top of the ravine without disturbing the game ; 
and mind you wait for a signal from my bugle to throw them into 
cover. You, Mansfield, who know the ground, had better take 
Charles under your guidance, and go to your favourite pass on the 
other side of the glen, whilst I post these gentlemen in the most 
commaijding positions I can find." 

Ishmail had already mounted his shaggy hiU-pony, and was 
leading his myrmidons by a circuitous route to their appointed 
station, when Mansfield, bringing his rifie to a long trail, 
beckoned to Charles to follow him, and began to ascend the hill 
with long strides. Close at his heels followed a well-dressed 
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Teon, "bearded like the pard/' bearing his second rifle; and 
Charles was followed by a low-caste native dressed in the white 
caUco robe usually worn by household servants in India^ and 
shouldering with a look of great importance, an immense hunting- 
spear, which he had borrowed from one of the beaters. Mansfield, 
having crossed the ravine and ascended for some distance on the 
other side, halted near a large gray stone, which commanded a 
full view of the surrounding country. 

'' This is our post,^^ said he ; " and now let us dispose of our- 
selves scientifically. You, sir, (addressing the Peon,) leave my 
rifle here, get on the top of that rock, keep a good look-out, and 
make the usual signal if you see anything move.^^ Then casting 
his eyes on the long, stooping, effeminate figure of Charleses 
attendant, who stood leaning on his spear with a look of vacant 
wonder, '^Who the devil have we here, Charles? To what 
species does this animal belong ? Are we to class him among 
the Qiia&nimana ? or does he aspire to the more noble order of 

"I am not naturalist enough to decide the knotty point,^' 
answered Charles, laughing ; " but at present he serves me in the 
honourable capacity of Mussaulchee" * 

" Yes,^^ chimed in the grinning varlet, " I master's Maty Boy, 
— very proper, very handsome Maty Boy. — Maty business, 
Bhikar'^ business, too much kind of business, I can do very proper. 
Sahib sometime make fan, call me Keeh, because Sahib say my 
hind leg stepped a-midship.^' 

"Very well. Master Heels,'' repUed Mansfield, striving to 
repress a laugh, " I have no doubt whatever that your talents are 
exceedingly diversified, but at present I do not suppose we shall 
have any opportunity of calling them into action; so just be good 
enough to coil away that misshapen figure of yours behind yonder 
stone, and do not allow your baboon's head to appear over it, 

* Mitssatblckee, or Maty Boy, — A low-caste native Bervaut. 

+ iSAt^ar,— Hunting. 
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unless you wish it to become better acquainted with the butt-end 
of my rifle/^ 

The indignant Heels looked daggers, but, Uke a prudent person, 
slunk away quietly to his lair, muttering to himself some unin- 
telligible jargon about maty business, ahihar business, and galee!^ 

Mansfield and Charles now proceeded to conceal themselves 
behind a rock which overhung the ravine, allowing nothing but 
their heads to appear over it, and in this situation awaited the 
signal for putting the hounds into cover. 

''Is not this considered rather an unfair style of sport?'' 
inquired Charles. ''I was told at Madras that no one ever 
thought of killing a wild boar in India, except on horseback, and 
with a spear.'' 

"True; such is the general rule, and a very proper one. In 
the plains it is thought unmanly to kill a hog in any other way 
than by riding him down ; and the shooting of one is considered 
as great a crime as it would be to shoot a fox in Leicestershire. 
But on these mountains, where the steepness of the hills and the 
swampy nature of the valleys renders it impossible to ride to 
hog, the practice of shooting them is permitted, and the rifle takes 
precedence of the spear. — But hark ! there goes the signal." 

The distant notes of a bugle were now heard; and ere the echo 
died away amongst the surrounding mountains, the hounds came 
rushing over the crest of the hill, like driving mists before the 
blasts of autumn, and dashed gallantly into cover. Behind them 
advanced a line of well-armed beaters, like skirmishers, in 
extended order, sounding horns and beating tomtoms to rouse the 
game. Por some minutes these were the only sounds heard ; but 
presently the voice of a single hound rose upon the blast, and 
echoed down the rocky sides of the ravine. 

'' Now then, my lad," whispered Mansfield, rising on one knee, 
and cocking his rifle, '' look out, and screw your nerves to the 
sticking-place : the old boar will soon be a-foot; and if once these 

* Qalee, — Abusive language. 
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dogs get fairly on his trail, they will not allow him to dodge long 
in cover. Hush ! hark ! — ^there he goes again : 'tis old Speaker; 
I know his voice well, and he is no babbler, take my word for it. 
There, now Racer chimes in — ^now Rodney takes it up. Steady, 
my lad, steady ! 'Tis all right now, depend upon it/' 

Hound after hound now opened on the scent as it gradually 
became warmer, till at length the whole pack, in full chorus, came 
sweeping down the glen like a hurricane, rousing the startled 
echoes of the woods, and making the welkin ring with their 
joyous music. 

At this moment Mansfield's attention was roused by a low 
whistle overhead ; and looking up towards the summit of the 
rock which overhung them, he beheld the Peon poking his head 
cautiously forward, and pointing with animated gestures towards 
the opposite side of the ravine. 

"The game is afoot ! " whispered Mansfield, grasping his heavy 
rifle, and raising his body a little, so as to command a better view. 
''And now I have him. See there, Charles, on the opposite 
side of the glen, just passing that gray rock which skirts the 
jungle. 'Tis the old boar, and as big a one as I have seen this 
season. By the hump of the Holy Camel, he looms as large as a 
donkey ! " 

As he said this, his rifle was slowly raised, and the sight 
brought to bear upon the boar, who was sulkily trotting up a 
rocky path, occasionally stopping to listen to the hounds, and 
churning the white foam betwixt his enormous jaws. Charles 
watched the deliberate movements of Mansfield with breathless 
impatience; but, at the very moment he expected to see him 
press the trigger, the weapon was again lowered. 

''It is a wild shot," said Mansfield, shaking his head. "I 
have killed at as great a distance ; but tliree hundred yards is too 
long a range, even for 'Clincher' to throw a ball with any 
degree of accuracy. Besides, from the direction the beast is now 
taking, he must pass within fifty yards of your uncle's station ; 
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and if he fails to kill him, (which, by the way, is not likely, for 
' Kill-devil ' seldom opens his mouth for nothing,) he is sure to 
cross to our side, and give us a good shot/' Then starting to 
his feet, and waving his cap on high, he shouted across the 
ravine, with the voice of a Stentor, '^ Mark ! sir, mark ! below 
you, and to the right ! '* 

The boar, startled by the sound of a human voice, sprang 
forward, and began to bound up the rocky path with the agility 
of a goat ; and at the same moment the elder Lorimer was seen 
slowly raising his head from amongst a thick clump of fern, in 
which he had concealed himself. 

'^SeeT' whispered Mansfield, smiling; "how cautiously the 
old gentleman raises his head above the fern, like a cunning old 
grouse-cock. Ah ! now he catches a view of the boar, and 
' Kill-devil ' is about to speak. Silence, and watch.'' 

The sharp crack of a rifle echoed amongst the rocks ; but the 
boar only bounded forward with increased speed ; whilst the cloud 
of dust which was knocked up under his belly, and the shrill 
whistle of the bullet, as it glanced from a stone, announced that 
it had fallen a trifle short of its intended mark. 

" Missed him, by heavens ! " cried Mansfield, dashing his cap 
to the ground, and stamping impatiently. " At him again, sir — 
at him again. Give him the other barrel." 

A projecting rock had for a moment concealed the boar from 
the view of Lorimer; but the instant he reappeared, the old 
gentleman pitched his rifle forward, and fired rapidly. The 
report of his piece was answered by a savage grunt, and the boar 
staggered slightly ; but immediately recovering himself, he turned 
sharp round, and scrambled with wonderful rapidity down the 
rugged side of the ravine. 

" Good ! " exclaimed Mansfield ; '^ that shot told, although not 
exactly in the right spot. There is nothing like pitching the gun 
at them, and pulling quick, with your swift-going animals. — And 
now, Charles," said he, turning to his companion, "look out, and 



18 THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

let us see how you can handle a rifle. He is certain to cross to 
our side, and break within an easy shot of us, and, with an ounce 
of lead through his body, will not be quite so quick in his move- 
ments as he was at first. Down again behind the stone, and 
keep quiet.'' 

A rustling in the bushes, directly below them, soon announced 
that the boar was at hand. The next instant the brushwood was 
thrust aside, and the enormous brute burst forth within twenty 
paces of them. His small twinkling eye flashed with malignant 
fire, and the foam which besmeared his jaws was slightly tinged 
with blood. As he gained the top of the bank, he stopped for 
an instant, and turned his head on one side, as if listening to the 
hounds which followed hotly on the scent. 

" Now ! '' whispered Mansfield ; ^' be cool, and mind you hit 
him well forward, through the shoulder if possible.'' 

Charles, trembling with excitement, thrust forward his rifle and 
fired, making the white splinters fly from a tree beyond the boar, 
and at least three feet above him. At the same instant the 
unfortunate Heels, startled by the shot, sprang up with a look of 
wild astonishment from behind the stone where he had lain all 
this time enjoying a comfortable nap. The enraged boar no 
sooner got a glimpse of his white dress, than, uttering a savage 
grunt, he made at him au pas de charge, tossed him over his head, 
and sent him rolling and shrieking down the precipitous bank. 
Ere Mansfield had time to raise his rifle, the hounds had come 
up, and dashing without hesitation at the enraged brute, seized 
him by the ears. 

'^ Whoop to him, my gallant dogs ! hold him and shake him !" 
shouted Mansfield, whilst the boar struggled in vain to disengage 
himself from the jaws of the powerful hounds. ^^ Just look at 
that savage devil Rodney, that large brindled dog between a 
hound and a bulldog ; see how gallantly he stands up to him. 
But we must put a stop to this, or he'll rip the dogs to pieces. 
Here, Charles, my boy, pick up that spear which poor Heels has 
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dropped in his agony. You shall have the honour of giving him 
the coup de grace" 

Charles^ delighted at having an opportunity of making amends 
for his bad shot, eagerly grasped the spear and walked steadily 
up to the boar. The brute, seeing him approach, redoubled his 
efforts, and, freeing himself by one tremendous struggle from the 
hounds, plunged madly forward. But Charles, whose blood 
was now effectually roused, cooly lowered the point of his 
unwieldy weapon and awaited the charge. The enraged boar 
rushed with blind fury on his antagonist. The broad-bladed 
spear buried itself in his brawny chest, and, with one savage 
grunt of defiance, he sank to the earth, wallowing in blood and 
foam. 

'^Gallantly done, my boy!'' shouted Mansfield; ''we shall 
make a sportsman of you yet, in spite of the new tops and white 
inexpressibles. I see you have plenty of nerve to handle a spear, 
and only want a little practice to make you a dangerous fellow 
with the rifle/' 

During this exclamation, CJharles, who had withdrawn his 
blood-stained spear, stood leaning against it, and gazing in silent 
wonder at the gigantic proportions of the brute which lay gasping 
at his feet. 

''Ay, he is a big one," said Mansfield, "and his head will be 

a fine trophy to lay at the feet of your Fair Cousin. But he is 

dead enough now, and we may leave him to the beaters, who will 

do the needful with him, as soon as their work is over. Let us 

go now and see after your unfortunate page Heels, who, if I 

mistake not, will stand in need of the leech's aid. Your old 

boar seldom makes a charge without leaving his marks ; and I 

can tell you, from experience, that they are no child's play. I 

cannot help feeling for the poor devil, although I can hardly 

divest myself of the idea that the creature ought to be classed 

amongst the order QMad/rumana" 

Having returned to the edge of the glen, they beheld a prickly 

c 2 
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bush, about half way down the hill, in violent agitation, although 
no living creature could be distinguished through its tangled 
branches ; and from the midst of it issued lamentations like those 
of a condemned spirit in Limbo, mingled with fearful maledictions 
against the old boar and all his ancestors, male and female, even 
to the tenth generation. 

" How the Pagan blasphemes \" exclaimed Mansfield, laughing 
heartily; for he was now convinced, from the energetic manner 
in which Heels expressed himself, that he was not so seriously 
hurt as he had at first feared. "He is gifted with the true 
Malabar style of eloquence, and must have studied the noble art 
of abuse under the directions of his grandmother. There is no 
one who understands real piquant slang like your ancient Malabar 
dame ; I would back one of them at any time to silence the 
whole battery of Billingsgate market. But we must go to the 
relief of the poor wretch, for he is evidently unable to extricate 
himself from the durance vile in which he is held by that prickly 
bush/' 

Having scrambled down the hill, they succeeded, after some 
difiiculty, in relieving poor Heels from his awkward situation. 
He had, almost by a miracle, escaped the deadly rip of the boar's 
tusk. But in other respects he was in a very sorry plight. He 
was sorely battered by the fall — ^his white robe was torn to shreds 
and besmeared with blood — and his face was so dreadfully 
scratched and disfigured by the brambles into which he had 
fallen, that scarcely a feature could be distinguished. Having 
replaced his turban, which had been knocked oflf in the scramble, 
and wiped his face as well as he could with his sleeve, he thus 
addressed Charles in blubbering accents, whilst he busied himself 
in extracting the numerous thorns which still remained buried in 
his flesh. 

" Suppose Master, please I take leave. This sMJkar business 
very trouble business. Jungle-pig not good, he too much 
bobbery make — all same like tiger. Small sMiar I can do very 
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proper. This jungle shikar too much bad. Suppose Master, 
cut off my head, I never can do that business.^' 

The two sportsmen, after enjoying a hearty laugh at the 
expense of poor Heels, relieved his mind by assuring him that 
his services would no longer be required to assist in the much 
diesideA jungle sAiiar, and that he might "take leave ^' as soon 
as he pleased. The poor trembling wretch made a salaam of 
profound gratitude, and turning his face towards the cantonment, 
limped away towards home, with a degree of speed which nothing 
but mortal terror could have inspired. 
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iC'/nlinutd.) 

I HE uiiluclcj' " IleeU" had disappeared 
in the diatance, and the recall of the 
liunt§inaii'H bugle had brougltt toge- 
ther t)ie scattered hounds, as old 
Lorimer scrambled up the steep hill- 
side, mounted on his dtaggj little 
pony, " Marble." 

"Come, gentlemen," cried he, as 
he pulled off his green liuuting-cap, 
and wi{)ed the perspiration from his 
forehead, " don't let us lose time ; the 
hounds are all assembled, and we have still plenty of work 
before us. Our next beat is the large wood, at the back of 
this hill, where we liave twelve deer marked down. You all 
know your statious there, I believe. And after that, we shall 
try the rocky glen, below the ' TwlaA Mvnd' in hopes of 
finding that large bear which gave us the slip last Saturday. 
You must exert yourselves this time, lads, and not let him 
escape agaiu. I hear the old blackguard has taken a fancy 
to human flesh of late, and has carried off a Todah woman and a 
child within the last three days. So die he must; if we hunt 
him for a week. As to the hogs, we have given a tolerably good 
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account of them. This boar and three fat sows have been sent to 
the shades. So let's mount and be off. Ha ! Charles, mj bovj 
give me jour hand ; you stood up to that old boar like a man ; 
and the way in which you handled your spear made me forget the 
disgrace you brought upon my rifle by that first shot of yours. 
Oh, you young dog, it was a deN-il of a miss that! a most 
palpable miss — worthy of my friends the 'thistle whippers!* 
You shut both your eyes when you tired that shot, eh ? — did you 
not, you young dog, eh ? Well, well — never look ashamed, boy 
— I have seen older hands than vou make as bad a miss before 
now, and trust to their heels rather than a spear afterwards. £h! 
Doctor— do you recollect that wounded sow that gave you such 
a devil of a ^rn^llin^, up the hiU at ' Ralliali,' last week ? Faith, 
you may thank your long legs and the ounce of lead I lodged in 
her shoulder for being now in a whole skin/' 

The person whom Lorimer thus addressed was a tall, bony, 
loose-jointed figure, apparently about fifty years of age, who 
looked as if his limbs were attached to his bodv bv wires. His 
large hands, covered with red hair and freckles, projected several 
inches beyond the wristbands of his scanty jacket ; and his gaunt 
misshapen legs terminated in a sort oipalmaied foot — we can find 
no other word expressive of its peculiar formation — which gave to 
the wliole limb the appearance of an ingeniously contrived machine 
for crushing cockroaches or stopping a mouse in a corner. His 
scalp was thatched, rather than clothed, with coarse red hair. 
And his face, — but how can we ever do justice to that inimitably 
expressive countenance ? — It was a face which, at first siglit, gave 
one a lively idea of the Knight of the Rueful Countenance. There 
was the saDow complexion, the high cheek-bones, the capacious 
mouth, the interminable nose, and the solemn look of a Don 
Quixote. Yet, with all this, there were hues of mirth lurking 
round the comers of the mouth, a pawkj/ expression in the eye, 
and an extraordinar}* power of motion in the extremity of the long 
proboscis, which, when called into action, rendered the worthy 
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Doctor's face one of the most perfectly mirth-inspiring we have 
ever had the good fortune to meet with.. 

Of his character we shall only say, that under this rough 
exterior our friend the Doctor carried a heart true as steel, and 
overflowing, not only with mirth, but with the unadulterated milk 
of human kindness. 

He was one of our oldest and most intimate friends : and we 
can safely say that, either as a boon companion, or a trusty friend 
in the hour of need, we have never met the fellow to Long Jock 
Macphee. 

" Indeed then, sir,'' replied the Doctor, glancing downwards 
towards his uncouth limbs, '^thae same lang legs o' mine are* no 
ill things at a pinch ; and in my opeenion are mair to be lippened 
till than the best spear amang tham a'. But, at the same time, T 
was muckle indebted to you, sir, for that bit lead ye put into the 
beast. It was just in the nick o' time, for I was sair taigled 
wi' thae lang leather spats — thae leggins, as ye ca' them ; — mair 
fit for an Indian savage than a Christian man. And the muckle 
beast was just at the grippin o' me when you cowpet her. Gude 
preserve us frae a' lang-nebbit things ! — it gars me grue to think 
o't I The wild 'grumph !' * grumph !' 'grumph 1' o' the ram- 
pawgin deevil just ahint me — and me expectin' every moment to 
feel her muckle white teeth play chack tlirough my hurdles. Ay, 
ye may laugh, lads ; but, faith, it was nae laughin' sport to me — 
and that ye'U ken, the first time ony o' you tries a race wie ane 
o' thae wild swine. They're just perfect deevils incarnate ! My 
certie ! ye're waur aflf wi' ane o' them than Tam O'Shaiiter wi' Cutty 
Sark at his heels — for she only pou't aff the gray meer's tail ; but 
faith, lads, it's your ain tail that's in danger when ye come to 
grips wi' a wild sool" 

This speech of the Doctor's elicited a roar of laughter from his 
companions, in which he good-humouredly joined ; and the whole 
party, mounting their ponies, cantered over the hill to take up 
their positions for the next beat. 
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The scene is now changed to one of those wild solitary valleys 
through which the superfluous water of the hills makes its escape, 
and rushes on its headlong course down the almost perpendicular 
side of the mountaiii. From hence the glowing plains of the 
Camatic are seen extended like a living map 8000 feet below the 
spectator. The valley itself presents a scene of wild and savage 
grandeur, contrasting beautifully with the luxuriant palm groves 
and voluptuous sunshine of the low country, over which the eye 
wanders, for many leagues, till it is lost in the dreamy indistinct- 
ness of the distance, where earth and sky become blended in a red 
fiery haze. Light fleecy clouds are hurried swiftly across the 
heavens, and shivered, as it were, against the craggy peaks of that 
granite mountain, which towers high amidst the region of storms, 
whilst aU around is hushed, silent, and motionless, as the sleep of 
infancy. The only sound which breaks the death-like stillness is 
the wild, unearthly cry of the great black monkey — a deep, loud 
" wooh I" " wooh V* which rising suddenly, and at long intervals, 
from the gloomy recesses of the wood, has a strange, startling 
effect, and suggests to one's mind the idea of a stray satyr calling 
to his mates. 

Mansfield and Charles have just taken up their position behind 
the shelter of a palmtra bush. 

The former, accustomed to such scenes, is sitting with his 
ponderous rifle across his knee, his thumb resting on the cock, 
and his head turned a little on one side, watching, with the 
unwearied patience of an Indian hunter, to catch the faintest 
sound : whilst the more romantic Charles, allowing his weapon 
to lie idly by his side, gazes with rapture on the glorious view, 
and, if I am any judge of physiognomy, is thinking more of his 
pretty Cousin than of the deer. 

The hounds have opened on the scent. 
" Down ! down ! — crouch like a panther ! ** whispered Mans- 
field, seizing Charles by the arm, and pulling him more behind 
the shelter of the bush. '^ Do you remark that crackling amongst 
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the dry branches just below us ? It is a deer, and he will break 
at that opening where you see a beaten path like a sheep-track. 
It is their regular run; keep your eye upon the spot, and 
watch/' 

" I see him/' whispered Charles, cocking his rifle, and making 
a motion to rise. '^ I see his antlers moving above that bush of 
wild jessamine.'' 

'' Stay, stay, my boy — ^not so fast," replied Mansfield, smiling 
at the eagerness of his young companion. '^ It requires a little 
more experience than you have had, to judge whereabouts a stag's 
shoulder should lie, when nothing but the points of his horns are 
visible. Don't fire till you can see his body. He is listening 
intently to the hounds, and does not observe us, so there is no 
hurry. Now then he moves — now !" 

A. sharp crack — a dull plashing sound — the noble stag plunges 
madly — forward — and over, over, over he rolls, staining the green 
herbage with his life-blood, which gushes fast from a ragged hole 
in his side. 

Mansfield's Peon springs forward with the bound of a tiger, 
and, muttering a short prayer, like a good Mussulman as he is, 
buries the long glittering blade of a hunting knife in the throat 
of his victim. The " stricken deer" gasps painfully for breath — 
his wide nostril is distended — ^his bloodshot eye rolls wildly for a 
moment — his limbs quiver in the last agony — he heaves a long 
shuddering sigh, and — dies. 

This was the first deer that Charles had ever seen fall, and his 
heart smote him as he witnessed its dying struggles. 

Is not this a cruel amusement ? whispered conscience. Does 
not your savage nature relent as you see that graceful creature 
weltering in his blood, and, in the last agonies, bending his dark 
languid eye upon your face, as if asking. What have I done to 
deserve this ? Do you not almost wish that the fatal bullet had 
sped less truly to its mark ? 

Mansfield who had watched the working of his companion's 
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features^ as he gazed on the dying stag^ here interrapted him with 
a gentle tap on the shoulder. 

*' I can read your thoughts, boy ; and they do credit to your 
heart. Even I, old sportsman as I am, can sympathise with you 
in a feeling which many men affect to call weakness, but which 
I consider a proof of a good heart, and one which no man need 
be ashamed to own. I can look unmoved on the dying struggles 
of the foaming boar. I even experience a sort of savage satisfac- 
tion, as the last faint growl rattles in the throat of the surly bear ; 
and the expiring roar of the vanquished tiger is music in my ears. 
But I never yet slew a deer that a feeling of pity, such as you 
now experience, did not immediately succeed the burst of exulta- 
tion which invariably accompanies a well-directed shot ; and yet, 
the very next moment, I was exerting my utmost skill to accom- 
pUsh the death of some other animal, and felt all the disappoint- 
ment of a baffled tiger if my ball did not take effect. We are 
strange unaccountable animals in this respect. But I am satisfied 
it is not cruelty — it is not a thirst for blood which inspires us 
with a love for the chase. No : it is a far nobler feeling ; — a 
species of ambition — a love of enterprise; the pleasure arising 
from which depends entirely on the difficulties to be surmounted 
in the attainment of our object. What satisfaction, for instance, 
would it give a sportsman to be turned loose in a park, full of 
fellow deer, where, if shedding blood were his object, he might 
gratify that propensity to his heart's content ? None whatever. 
There are no difficulties to be surmounted, and he would look 
upon himself in the light of a butcher. But after a long da/s 
stalking through a Highland glen — after making a round of 
many weary miles to get the wind of the ever-watchful red deer — - 
after creeping through the heather like a snake, and grinding his 
knees amongst the coarse gravel of a dry watercourse, — how 
breathless that moment of intense anxiety to the sportsman when 
he first ventures to raise his head above the sheltering bank, and 
finds the object of all his labour, a noble stag of ten tines, still 
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feeding in the very spot where he first observed him ! And, Oh ! 
the electric thrill of exultation, when the crack of his rifle is 
answered by that dull soft thud, grateful to the sportsman's ear 
as the voice of her he loves ; and the proud stag, bounding high 
into air, falls gasping on the bloody heath! — Bah! the sen- 
sations of a young lady on receiving her first proposal are nothing 
to this. But, hark ! the merry music of the hounds comes 
sweeping by us on the blast, and scatters all my romantic and 
moralising ideas to the four winds of heaven. Hurra V 

But 'twere long to tell of all the deer that fell in the course 
of this beat. Suffice it to say that many proud antlered heads 
bowed before the unerring rifle of Mansfield ; and that the worthy 
Doctor expended more than his usual allowance of ammunition, 
with even less than his usual success. 

The party had assembled at luncheon by the time Mansfield 
and Charles joined them; and, as they approached, their ears 
were saluted by the loud tones of old Lorimer's voice, swearing, 
as usual, by "the beard of the Prophet,'' and "the bones of his 
ancestors," while he vented his wrath, in no very measured terms, 
against the unfortunate Doctor. 

"Well, you d — d long slip of anatomy, you expect to get 
something to line your ungodly maw, do you, after the good 
service you have done to-day ? Bones of my ancestors, man ! it 
might grumble long enough before you filled it with venison of 
your own killing, although, to do you justice, you are as good a 
shot at a venison-pasty as any one I know. "Why, you vendor of 
ratsbane ! what the devil were you thinking of, to let all those 
deer pass you ? Fifteen shots have I seen you fire this blessed 
day — ^fifteen shots, by the beard of the Prophet ! — and not a hoof 
to show for them. Hang it, man, that last hind passed so close^ 
you might have thrown salt on her tail, and yet, after four shots, 
away she went, bounding over the hills like a kangaroo, with half 
the pack at her heels ; and when we shall get them back again, 
the devil only knows. Speak, you misbegotten son of EsculapiusI 
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Why don't you speak, and let us hear what you have to say for 
yourself ?'' 

The Doctor, who was well accustomed to the old gentleman's 
eccentric ways, and knew him to be one of those privileged cha- 
racters who say and do whatever they like, without giving offence 
to any one, sat very coolly exploring the inmost recesses of a 
venison-pasty, whilst he listened with imperturbable gravity to 
this harangue. At length, bolting an enormous mouthful, and 
washing it down with a long pull at the brandy-panee, he thus 
replied, still keeping his knife ready to resume his attack on the 
pasty. 

'' Ca' cannie, sir !— ca' cannie ! For ony sake, dinna be puttin* 
yersell throughither that gaet. It's no good for the digestion. 
It's mischancie, sir, for a man o' your plethoric habit to be giving 
way to sic violent emotions sae soon after meals. Do you no 
ken, sir, ifs very apt to bring on a fit o' apoplexy? — Gude 
preserve us ! but he's getting awfu' red in the face ! It's amaist 
black 1 I'm thinkin, sir, I'll need to tak some blude frae you. 
Just bide a wee till I get my lanfce," continued the Doctor, coolly 
turning up his sleeves, and pulling a lancet from his pocket, '^ I'll 
no be a crack." 

"You and your ^ lance' be hanged!" roared the old gentle- 
man, trying to look fierce, but quite unable to suppress a laugh. 
''Sit down, you vampire, and say your say without farther 
circumlocution." 

''Weel, then, sir," replied the Doctor, eyeing a savoury 
morsel which he had just impaled on his fork: "Weal, then, 
I'll just tell you, in three words, that it was your ain fault, and 
nae fault o' mine that sae mony o' the deer jinkit past me 
this same day." 

'' My fault, sir ! how the devil do you make out that it was 
my fault?" 

'"Deed, then, Mr. Lorimer, it was just your fault, and nae- 
body else's. Ye will persist in garrin me shoot wi' a single 
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bullet, and ane o' thae bits o' rifles that lef s nae mair crack than 
a pen-gun ; although Fve threippet on you, till Fm weariet, that 
I hae nae skill o' sic like new-fangled weapons, and am no fit to 
hit a peat-stack wi^ ane o' them. But just gie me a good honest 
fusee, wi' plenty o^ pouther, to gar it tell against a bod/s cheek, 
and a nievefu' o' grit shot on the top o' that, and Til cation 
mysell to ding as mony staigs as ony o' you, — ^no exceptin' 
yoursell, sir; or that cliiel Mansfield, wha makes sic a phrase 
aboot his rifle gun, and his lang ranges. As to the lang ranges, 
Fll may be no kill a beast on the ither side o^ ane o' thae glens, 
whare ye need the prospec-glass to see whether it^s a dun deer or 
a grey soo ye^r firin' at. But, faith, there^s no mony o' them 'ill 
gi' me the jink, if ance they come within a christianlike distance.^' 

What answer old Lorimer would have given to the Doctor's 
heretical plan of employing " plenty o' pouther, and a nievefu' o' 
grit shot,'' is unknown, although, I suspect, he was just on the 
point of consigning the Doctor and his fusee to the bottomless 
pit. But, luckily for them, Ishmail at this moment stepped 
forwwrd, with his usual profound salaam, to report that the stray 
hounds had been collected. 

The fragments of the luncheon were quickly disposed of, the 
cigars lighted, and the whole party moved off in the wake of 
Ishmail and his hounds, to beat that famous glen, below the 
Todah-Mund, which every Neilgherry sportsman must recollect, 
as being the favourite resort both of bears and tigers. 

It is rather a ravine than a glen— a deep rent in the side of the 
mountain, so narrow that the light of day can hardly penetrate. 
The rocky sides rise abruptly to the height of 500 feet, rugged 
and splintered, as if torn asunder — and no doubt they have been 
— by some grand convulsion of nature. 

The bottom is clothed with an almost impenetrable underwood 
of tangled bamboo ; whilst along the sides a few gnarled, mis- 
shapen trees, chiefly rhododendrons, shoot out from amongst the 
crevices of the rocks, stretching their fantastic branches, all 
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glowing with scarlet flowers, across the ravine, and weaving their 
snake-like roots into every fissure which affords the slightest 
prospect of moisture; their moss-grown bark, and distorted 
limbs, proving how hard a struggle they must have, to extract 
sufficient nourishment from the niggardly soil. 

The information which old Lorimer had received regarding the 
bear's man-eating propensities, made him more than ever anxious 
to insure his destruction. 

All the known outlets jfrom the ravine were stromgly guarded, 
and on every peak of rock, which commanded a good view, might 
be seen the motionless figure of a native, perched like some huge 
bird of prey, and watching, with eagle glance, to prevent the 
possibility of any animal stealing away unobserved. 

All being stationed at their respective posts, the gallant 
Ishmail contemplated the distribution of the forces with a grim 
smile of satisfaction, and fiercely twirling his long moustache, 
which curled upwards to his eyes, shouted, in a loud clear tone, 
to the dog-keepers, '^ Chor-do!" At the signal twenty impatient 
hounds bounded from the leash, and dashed into cover. 

'^ Have at him, my little tigers ! Whose dogs are we that he 
should laugh at our beards ? By the hump of the Holy Camel, he 
shall this day be made to eat dirt. Show your ugly snout, — meet 
me if you dare ! — come forth, you Kaffer — you are afraid to eat 
bullets, you grey-headed bantchoot ! — I defile your mother's grave, 
and spit on your father's beard ! " So saying, Ishmail drew his 
heavy tulwar, or native sword, — and wrapping his cumberbund 
tightly round his left arm, to act as a shield in case of necessity, 
stalked, with an air of determined resolution, into the gloomy 
jungle. 

'' There goes old Ishmail, with his whiskers bristling like an 
enraged tiger-cat,'' exclaimed Mansfield, laughing, as he watched 
these proceedings from his place of concealment amongst the 
rocks. "His blood is fairly up now, and he is determined 
to make the bear show his grey muzzle, even if he drives 
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him out at the point of the sword. Hark ! they have found 
abeady/' 

Deep and angry now arose the baying of the hounds, from the 
gloomy depths of the ravine, and wildly did the prolonged echoes 
reverberate the sound. But it was no longer the musical chime 
with which they swept along the hot scent of the flying deer. 

The sound was now stationary, and the short angry barking of 
the dogs was mingled with an occasional yell of pain, announcing 
that some unfortunate hound had suffered for his temerity, in 
attempting to close with his formidable antagonist. 

" What an obstinate brute ! '^ exclaimed Mansfield, as he 
stretched forward over a projecting rock, in hopes of getting a 
glimpse of what was going on in the thick jungle below. '^ I 
never in my life met with a bear that stood so much bullying ; 
they generally start at once, and make a running fight of it.'^ 

A tremendous roar, followed by a despairing death-shriek, 
now arose ^ith fearful distinctness above the confused baying and 
howling of the dogs. For a moment there was a death-like 
sUence, as if every living thing had been paralysed by that voice 
of thunder. Then a strong rustling amongst the tangled bamboos, 
— a deep growl, mingled with a stifled throttling cry, — a faint 
groan, and again the baying of the hounds was resumed, but less 
eagerly than before, and in a whining, undecided tone, betwixt 
anger and fear. 

The shouting of the terrified beaters was now heard in all 
directions, and next moment many of them were seen rushing 
from the jungle, and scrambling up the face of the rocks ; whilst, 
with frantic gestures, they waved to their companions below to 
fall back. 

" By heavens ! I thought so,'' shouted Mansfield, starting to 
his feet, and instinctively grasping his rifle, as the well-known 
roar of a tiger reached his ear. 

" Thought what ? " asked Charles, astonished at the unusual 
excitement of his stoical companion. 
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*' Why, that we have caught a Tartar, that's all ; — slipped the 
poor dogs at a tiger, instead of a lubberly old bear. Tliank God, 
the beaters are all out of danger now, except the poor fellow 
whose death-shriek we heard, and he is, no doubt, beyond the 
leech's aid. But we must bestir ourselves, else the brute will not 
leave a hound alive.'' 

In the enthusiasm of the moment Mansfield had slung his rifle 
across his shoulder, and, in spite of the remonstrances of Charles, 
was about to attempt the desperate experiment of scrambling 
down the face of the rock, and shooting the tiger in his lair ; 
when his motions were arrested by the voice of Ishmail. 

" Stop, Sahib ! In the name of the holy Prophet, stop ! 
What madness has seized you?" shouted the poor fellow in 
Hindostanee, as panting and smeared with blood he scrambled 
painfully to the top of the rock. 

^' Ishmail, my boy, you are wounded ! " exclaimed Mansfield, 
running towards him. '^ It was not you whom the tiger struck 
down just now ? " 

''No, Sahib. Men do not climb rocks after being knocked 
down by a tiger. It was poor Asmodine, my helper, whose cry 
you heard. I was standing close by him ; he received the weight 
of the blow, and is now amongst the Houries, praise be to Allah ! 
whilst I have escaped with a slight scratch on the shoulder." . 

Here Ishmail pulled aside his tattered garments, and exhibited 
a wound, which looked as if inflicted by a gardener's rake, and 
from which the blood flowed in crimson streaks over his oily skin. 

*' Faith, Master Ishmail, that same slight scratch will require 
some square yards of Mr. MThee's plaster before you are in 
marching order again. But, Ishmail, what is to be done ? Is 
there no chance of driving the brute from his stronghold ? " 

'' Sahib, the tiger is no fool, he will not come out to eat your 
Highness's bullets." 

'' But he is tearing the dogs to pieces, man ; and unless we 
assist them, he will not leave one alive. I think I could manage 
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to get do)iFn to that ledge of rock above him, and shoot him as 
he lies/' 

'^ No, Sahib ; had that been possible he were dead ere now. 
I have examined the place well : he lies in a sort of cave directly 
under that ledge of rock, so that it is impossible to get a view of 
him, except from the level ground directly in his front. May 
dogs defile his father's beard ! he has chosen his ground well. 
Nothing but rockets can force him to leave it; and, please Allah, 
it shall not be for want of rockets, if he lives to see the sun 
set to-morrow. But at present we must leave him. Sahib. It 
would be the act of a madman to attack him in his den.^' 

^ But the dogs, Ishmail ?" 

" He will kill no more dogs. Sahib. Our three best hounds, 
the only ones who had courage to close with him, have been 
destroyed, and the others are only baying him at a prudent distance. 
They will be glad enough to leave him when they hear the recall 
sounded.^' 

" Alas ! poor Asmodine ! yours has been a cruel death. But 
it shall not go unrevenged.^' 

So said old Lorimer, as he turned from regarding the mangled 
corse of his faithful follower, and wiped a tear from his bronzed 
cheek. 

His companions had dragged the body from the jungle at the 
risk of their lives ; and the doctor, after examining the wounds, 
had just reported him dead. The remains of the poor fellow 
presented a ghastly spectacle, and a fearful example of the 
destructive powers of a tiger. The fore part of the skuU was 
crushed in like an egg-shell, and evidently by the mere weight 
of the paw, for there was no mark on the head either of teeth or 
claws. The glazed, bloodshot eyes were forced from their sockets: 
and a thin stream of black blood flowed from each nostril, and 
trickled slowly down the sunken, lead-coloured cheeks. Besides 
this, it appeared that the tiger had seized him with his teeth ; 
the whole of the throat and the skin of the breast being torn 
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away, leaving the root of the tongue exposed, and the bare 
muscles of the chest still quivering with convulsive twitches, 
although it was evident, &om the nature of his wounds, that the 
poor felloVs death must have been almost instantaneous. 

'' Eodney, Sacer, and Speaker killed. Sahib, and others badly 
wounded,'' said Ishmail, as, with the important air of an officer 
on duty, he advanced to make his report, after having mustered 
the hounds. 

^^ The devil fly away with these cursed tigers,'' replied Lorimer. 
^'This makes seventeen hounds that I have lost by them since 
last May. Couple up the dogs, Ishmail ; I have not the heart to 
put them into cover again to-day. See that those which are 
wounded be carefully carried home in cumbleys, and have this 
poor fellow's body removed into camp. And now, gentlemen, 
we had better mount and jog homewards. We can do no more 
to-day ; but to-morrow" 

Here he raised his voice, shook his clenched fist, and stamping 
on the ground — 

'' By the bones of my ancestors, if we live to see to-morrow, 
the infernal tiger shall pay dearly for this day's work. — Ishmail, 
you will see that there are plenty of fireworks provided." 

'' Jo Hookum, Sahib" replied Ishmail sternly ; casting a side- 
long glance at his mangled shoulder, and grinding his teeth. 

''But the bear," asked Mansfield; ''must we let him slip 
through our fingers, sir ? " 

" I am sorry to say, Mansfield, he has done so already. The 
scouts report that the brute stole away whilst we were tackling 
the tiger, and he is, no doubt, far beyond our reach. — Burmah, 
my horse." 

Burmah, a little dark, square-built, bushy- whiskered Mahratta, 
approached, leading the powerfid grey Arab horse which his 
master had ridden in the morning, now fresh and well groomed. 
And, as he patted the glossy arched neck of the noble animal, 
he addressed him in the most extravagant terms of endearment, 

D 2 
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such as a nurse lavishes on her child; whilst the sagacious 
creature, as if grateful for his caresses, pricked his small ears, and 
rubbed his velvet muzzle against the naked shoulder of his groom. 

Most of the party had mounted, and the beaters were beginning 
to move ofiP, bearing the mangled body of their companion slung 
on a bamboo, together with the wounded dogs, and as much of 
the game as they could conveniently carry ; when Mansfield, who 
had for some minutes been gazing intently at a distant hill, 
shouted to his Teon^ in a voice which made him start — 

'^ Abdallah ! my spy-glass. — Quick, man, quick ! '' 

^' What see you ? ^' asked Lorimer. 

''Can't say exactly, sir; but it looks deviHsh like our friend 
the bear.'' 

'' Impossible, man ! He could never be such a fool as to take 
across that open line of country." 

" By heavens ! it is though," cried Mansfield, with exultation, 
handing the glass to Lorimer ; " and on ground where we can 
ride him, too. He is making for the large wood above Nidi- 
wuttum. But he has two long miles of open country before him, 
and the devil is in it if little 'Bundoolah' does not lay me along- 
side of him before he reaches it. Here's at him, at all events. — 
Who'U foUow ? " 

So saying, he sprang to the saddle, snatched a spear from one 
of the beaters, drove in his spurs, and sitting well back, with a 
strong pull at '' Bundoolah's " head, dashed down the rocky hill- 
side at the top of his speed. 

Old Lorimer rode too heavy to attempt a racing pace over such 
breakneck ground. And the rest of the party, with the exception 
of Charles, being mounted on Uttle, short-legged hill-ponies, had 
no chance. 

Charles, however, was well mounted, and his young blood 
boiled to rival the daring feats of Mansfield, the pride of the 
Mysore country. Glancing around hini in search of some 
weapon, his eye rested on the ornamented hilt of Ishmail's sword. 
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'' This will do famously/' cried he, as Ishmail handed him his 
tulwar with an ironical smile, which seemed to sajr, '^ It will do all 
ffour work as well as anything else — ^a broomstick might serve 
your turn, for that matter/' 

But this was lost upon Charles, who eagerly clutched the sword, 
and waving it triumphantly round his head, rattled down the hill 
in hot pursuit of his companion. 

"You'll find that a queer tool to tackle a bear with, my 
hearty," shouted old Lorimer, laughing, as he and the rest of the 
party followed at a steady canter. 

Charles only answered by another wave of his sword, and an 
extra dig of the spurs. 

But we must foUow Mansfield. 

The tremendous pace at which he rattled over the ground soon 
brought him up with the chase. He was now within fifty yards 
of the bear, who, finding that matters began to look serious, was 
shambling along at his best pace, his foaming jaws distended, and 
his tongue lolling far out of his mouth. Three strides more would 
have brought him within spear's length. But ^^Bundoolah" 
began to show symptoms of distress. And there being no rival 
at hand to dispute with him the honour of the first spear, Mans- 
field pulled up for a moment, to let his panting horse gather fresh 
wind before going into action with an enemy who, in aU probability, 
would try the mettle both of horse and rider. 

The spear which Mansfield had snatched up in his hurry was 
not exactly such a one as a sportsman would have selected from 
choice. It was a heavy unmanageable weapon headed with about 
half a ton of iron, well covered with rust, and not much sharper 
than the fluke of an anchor. 

'' A small touch of the file would do no harm here," thought 
Mansfield, as he felt the point with his finger, and thought of the 
razor-like edge of his favourite hog-spear : ^^ but never mind, I 
must only give it the more powder. Now then, ^ Bundoolah,' 
we'll try it." 
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So saying, he gathered up the reins, fixed himself well in the 
saddle, and closing his heels, the trusty ^'Bundoolah'^ bounded 
forward like an antelope. A true son of the desert, he feared 
neither beast nor devil, and dashed up to the bear without hesita- 
tion, in spite of the growl of defiance with which he was saluted. 
Taking a steady pull at his horse^s head, and closing his left heel, 
ready to wheel oflF as the blow was struck, Mansfield poised his 
harpoon-Uke spear, and drove it with his whole strength into the 
broad back of his surly antagonist. 

'^Thaf s through your d — d black hide, tough though it be, 
else there's no virtue in iron. — ^No, by the Prophet — ^no blood ! '' 
and Mansfield ground his teeth with vexation, as the blunted 
spear glanced oflF the bear's shaggy hide, only infiicting a slight 
scratch. The enraged brute turned on his pursuer with a 
tremendous roar. Quick as thought Mansfield wheeled off to 
avoid the charge; but in doing so his horse stumbled; and ere 
'^Bundoolah'' could recover himself, the gigantic forepaws of the 
bear were clasped round his neck, his teeth firmly fixed in his 
throat, and horse and rider rolled together on the ground. 

At this critical moment Charles appeared in sight, thundering 
over the stones at headlong speed — ^his horse in a lather of foam, 
his bloody spurs driven home at every stride, — and his sword- 
blade flashing in the sun, as he waved it over his head. 

Half mad with excitement, the impetuous boy never dreamt of 
gathering his horse together as he neared the bear, but dashed at 
him at speed, and with a slackened rein. The consequence was, 
that the animal — terrified by the smell of blood, and the piteous 
groaning of poor " Bundoolah,'' as he lay gasping in the deadly 
embrace of the bear — bounded suddenly to one side, reared up on 
end, and spun round. Charles, although a good horseman, was 
taken by surprise, lost his balance, and fell. Nothing daunted, 
however, he instantly scrambled to his feet, rushed towards the 
bear, who still continued to. hold down the struggling horse, and 
buried his sword up to the hilt in his body. 
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The wounded monster quitted the horse, and rushed^ open- 
mouthed^ at his new assailant. Charies sprang back to avoid the 
first rush^ and watching his opportunity, when the bear reared on 
his hind legs, plunged the sword deep into his chest. Fortunately 
for Charles it pierced his heart. The enormous brute fell heavily 
forward : a stream of blood gushed from his mouth ; and the 
much-dreaded bear, the man-eater, the monarch of the rocky glen, 
lay at the feet of his conqueror, a harmless mass of black fur and 
bear's grease. 

''Hurra!'' shouted Mansfield, who was just begmning to 
recover from the stunning effects of his fall, and had raised him- 
self on his elbow, ''killed him, by the Prophet! and killed him 
well, too — Charles, you are a lucky dog ; I would have given a 
month's pay to have struck that blow. But you may thank your 
good stars that you happened to touch his heart, for these infernal 
bears have as many lives as a cat, and had you stabbed him in 
any other part, he would have had your head half way down his 
throat before I could have come to your assistance. However, 
all's well that ends well — ^so lend me a hand to rise, Charles. — 
Ha! confound it, how stiff I am ! I verily believe 'Bundoolali' 
must have rolled over me, for I feel as if my back were broken." 

Mansfield, although stunned and severely bruised, had escaped 
all serious injury, and was quite fresh by the time the rest of the 
party came up. 

" Ishmail's old tuhaar has proved a better weapon for ' tackling^ 
the bear than you expected, my venerable uncle," cried Charles, 
pointing with an air of triumph to the dead brute. 

"Ishmail's tvhoarl — ^Why, you little bantam-cock, you don't 
pretend to say that you killed the bear ? " 

"And why not?" replied Charles coolly wiping the bloody 
sword, and returning it to IshmaQ. 

" The devil you did ! but how did you manage it ? — and 
what was Mansfield about with his spear ? It was wont to be a 
deadly one." 
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'^It played me false this time, however/' And Mansfield 
proceeded to relate the particulars of the adventure. In the 
meantime the Doctor was stooping over the dead bear, and 
examining the tremendous muscular development of his limbs 
with great interest. 

'' Od, but it's an awfu'-like beast/' muttered he, half solilo- 
quising. '^Did ony leevin ever see the like o' thae fore-paws— 
they're as grit as my waist, and fit to squeeze the life out o' a 
bull, let alone a Christian. And to think o' that bit slip o' a 
laddy fechten him wi' a sword! — Od, it's just past belief — ^it 
minds me o' the story o' Dauvid and Goly-o'-Gath." 

The rest of the party having duly admired the size of the bear, 
the length of his claws, and the richness of his fur, there was 
nothing further to be said on the subject ; so '^boot and saddle" 
was the word. A spare pony was provided for Mansfield, — ^poor 
' Bundoolah' being too severely wounded to be fit for work — and in 
five minutes they were all cantering homewards. Night had 
closed in before they reached the Cantonment, and the chilly 
mountain-breeze whistled bleak and cheerless through the 
woods. But a good dinner and a bright fire awaited them — and 
one there was who fondly hoped that the smile of beauty would 
greet his return; so with light hearts they pushed merrily forward, 
smoking their cigars, and talking over the adventures of the day. 

We remarked, that evening, that Master Charles succeeded in 
getting up a very comfortable fiirtation with the blooming Kate; 
and from the sunny smile which danced in her deep blue eye, 
and played around her pretty mouth, as she listened to his half- 
whispered conversation, we felt satisfied that the fiaming account 
of his exploits, given by Mansfield at dinner, had not been lost 
upon her. 

Charles retired to rest with his head and heart brimful of love ; 
and that night his pillow was beset by fleeting visions of blue 
eyes and bear-skins, tigers, turtle-doves, and true love-knots. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



A TIGER HUNT ON THE NEILGHEKEY HILLS. 
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HAT the devil brings you here? 
exclaimed old Lorimer, as Ishmail, 
armed to the teeth, advanced to 
hold the stirrup whilst he mounted 
his horse ; ^^ I thought Dr. MThee 
had ordered you to keep your bed.^^ 
" He did so, Sahib ; but I could 
not rest. There is blood between 
that tiger and me, and my wounds 
will not heal till I have been 
revenged on him. With the per- 
mission of your Highness, I must have a hand in his 
death.'' 

''Well, well, so be it, you blood-thirsty old Pagan, and much 
good may it do you. But is all prepared? — have plenty of 
fireworks been sent to the ground? — and has the ravine been 
watched during the night?" 

" The slaves of your Highness never sleep, Sahih. Our best 
scouts have been on the watch ever since sunset yesterday; a 
mouse could not pass them unobserved ; and I myself have seen 
that there are plenty of fireworks prepared. By the Holy 
Prophet ! it shall not be for want of fire if he beats us this 
time.'' 
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'^ Good ! — ^Then mount and follow us" 

The snn was just peeping over the hill-tops as our party came 
in sight of the ravine, where they had left the tiger the evening 
before. Under the shelter of a large tree, a group of natives, 
who had been relieved from their cheerless watch, sat enveloped 
in their dark cumbleys, couching round the embers of a wood fire, 
and shivering with cold, as they handed from one to another the 
sociable kallioon, the never-failing comfort, and almost only 
luxury of the temperate Hindoo. 

'^ These poor fellows have had a cold night's work,'' remarked 
old Lorimer, as the natives rose to salute him; ^' but never mind, 
we shall soon find employment for them, that will warm their 
blood, else Fm mistaken. Here, Ayapah, what news of the tiger? 
Have you marked him in ?" 

*^ Hoy Sahib/' replied Ayapah, bringing the palms of his hands 
together, and raising them to his forehead, as in the attitude of 
prayer, ^^the tiger awaits your Highness's pleasure. — He shall 
eat bullets." 

^' Where is he ? In this ravine ?" 

"No, Sahib, He killed a bullock last night, and is now 
lying in a small ravine close to the Todah Mund" 

"All the better; we shall have less trouble in driving him out. 
Ayapah, show us the way." 

Ayapah shook the dew from his cumbley, drew his cumberbund 
more tightly round his loins, thrust a long hunting-knife into his 
belt, and, grasping his matchlock, led the way down a rocky path 
which crossed the large ravine, in the direction of the Todah 
Mund. 

"Are not these a fine race of men?" remarked Mansfield, as 
they approached the village, pointing to a group of Todahs who 
were lounging about with the bold careless air of independent 
mountaineers. 

'' How different is their manner from that of the effeminate 
Hindoos ! You see they are perfectly respectful, and salute us 
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with a gentle inclination of the head ; but there is nothing cring- 
ing or timid in their mode of doing so. They are too dignified 
even to evince curiosity, which they consider womanish, and 
appear to be ahnost unconscious of our presence. Look at that 
fine venerable old patriarch leaning against his hut, which appears 
hardly large enough to contain him; his high and strongly- 
marked features bear the native stamp of dignity, whilst his 
finelyrformed head, covered with a profusion of short curling hair, 
and the lower part of his fjEice almost concealed by his enormous 
whiskers and long flowing beaxd, might serve as models for a 
bust of Hercules.'^ 

They are indeed a noble race of people,^' replied Charles, 
and not only their appearance, but their dress, is perfectly 
classical. That single web of coarse cloth, thrown around them 
in graceftd folds, is exactly the Eoman toga.'^ 
. '' And here comes a Eoman matron," added Mansfield, point* 
ing to a very handsome Todah woman, who approached them, 
followed by a laughing group of naked children. She was dressed 
in a web of cloth, similar to that worn by the men, but arranged 
so as to conceal more of the person. Her complexion was not 
much darker than that of an Italian, and her skin so transparent, 
that the blue veins could be distinctly traced under it. Her long 
silky hair, the arrangement of which had evidently cost her some 
little trouble, hung in flowing ringlets over her shoulders, and 
her only ornaments were some heavy bracelets formed of brass. 
Her easy, natural, yet graceful carriage was that of a true child 
of nature, ignorant of crime, and happy in her ignorance; whilst 
her clear hazel eye, beaming with confidence and innocent sim- 
plicity, formed a striking contrast to the dark rolling voluptuous 
orbs of the more coy beauties of the plain. She displayed none 
of the haughty reserve so remarkable in the men; but coming up 
to the party, with a smiling air, began, like a true daughter of 
Eve, to talk with great energy, laughing and gesticulating all the 
time, and appearing perfectly satisfied with herself; although it 



44 THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

was evident, from the manner of her hearers, that they did not 
understand a single word she said. 

^' Who would have supposed that this pretty young creature is 
the wife of ten or a dozen husbands ?'' remarked Mansfield. 

^^The wife of a dozen husbands !'' exclaimed Charles, in 
astonishment. '^Why, Mansfield, you are laughing at me. 
A plurality of wives is bad enough, — ^but whoever heard of a 
plurality of husbands ? The thing is impossible.^' 

''Both possible and true,'' repUed Mansfield. ''All these 
men, whom you see loungmg about, are her husbands. The law 
of the TodaAs allows but one wife to the inhabitants of each 
village; and, tiU within the last few years, a still more barbarous 
custom existed amongst them, that of destroying all the female 
children except one, which was reared to supply the place of the 
mother. I am happy to say, however, that Government has 
succeeded in putting a stop to this horrible system of infanticide. 
Tou may remark that there are now as many female as male 
children, and as these grow up, the plurality of husbands will Ho 
doubt gradually fall into disuse." 

" Now, then, lads," exclaimed old Lorimer, bustling up with 
his heavy rifle across his shoulder, " let's to work, and see who'll 
win the tiger-skin. Bones of my ancestors, boys, I never saw so 
pretty a place to Idll a tiger ! — but come and see — I think I 
have arranged it so that he can hardly slip through our fingers." 

The place into which the tiger had been marked was a small 
ravine at the back of the village ; the tangled brushwood, which 
grew out of the sides, meeting over it, in the form of an arch, so 
as to exclude the rays of the sun even at mid-day. A few large 
trees grew along the banks, perched upon which the sportsmen 
might defy the rage of their formidable enemy ; and the ground, 
for several hundred yards on each side, was open, and free from 
brushwood, so that the tiger could not possibly break cover 
without exposing himself to a murderous fire. 

" Now, then, gentlemen, we have no time to lose," pried 
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Lorimer, "you must each climb into one of these trees : Ishmail 
and his gang will scour the ravine with rockets, and the moment 
the tiger is afoot you will be good enough to give the alarm, that 
the beaters may fall back to the shelter of the village. As to 
you, Father Long-legs,^' addressing the Doctor, " I beg that you 
will keep your eyes open, and try for once to shoot like a gentle- 
man. By the beard of the Prophet ! if you allow the tiger to 
pass, as you did the deer yesterday, I shall be tempted to send 
you a messenger from old ' Kill-devil,' that will make you jump 
off your perch like an electrified frog.'' 

'^ Hoot toot ! Maister Lorimer, but you're awfu' raised like 
this momin'," repUed the Doctor, grinning like an ogrel '^'m 
thinkin ye'r tumin' daft on our hands a' thegether. To speak o' 
knockin' a dacent man afif the top o' a tree like a hoody-craw ! — 
Shooting an M,D. wi' as little ceremony as if he were a muckle 
black ape ! — Od sir, you're no canny — ^you're waur than the tiger 
himsell — I'll just speel up, and be out o' your reach, afore the 
deevle gets the upper hand o' you." 

So saying, the Doctor sprang to the nearest tree, into which 
he climbed with wonderful agility ; and having perched himself, 
astride, on a comfortable branch, sat dangling his long legs, and 
grinning defiance like an overgrown baboon. The rest of the 
party followed his example, and were soon perched on the various 
trees which skirted the ravine. Old Lorimer alone remained on 
foot, being too unwieldy to attempt such feats of agiHty. 

'^ What do you intend to do, sir?" inquired Mansfield, 
hailing him from a tree; ^^you are not going to remain on foot, 
are you?" 

" Not exactly on foot," replied Lorimer, " I intend to sit on 
that bush ;" pointing to one, on a little rising ground about two 
hundred yards from the ravine. " I shall look on, and if you 
all miss the tiger, I shall be ready to wipe your eye — so mind 
your hits." 

" You don't mean to say you will trust yourself on that bush ! " 
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exclaimed Mansfield in astonishment. "Why it is not three 
feet from the ground — and if the tiger charges, you are perfectly 
at his mercy.'' 

" It is not exactly the most desirable seat in the world/' replied 
the Old Gentleman, laughing; "but it is better than nothing. 
The tiger is less likely to charge me there than if I were on foot. 
And supposing he does come at me, I must just trust to Providence 
and old ' Kill-devil,' as I have often done before. Here, Ishmail, 
throw a cumbky over it, to keep out the thorns, and help me to 
get up. So, so ! — ^that's very comfortable — ^now then, my rifle, 
and then to work. Don't spare the rockets — singe his whiskers 
for him, the blackguard." 

Ishmail grinned a fiendish smile as he moved off to. obey 
his orders. 

The bush which Lorimer had selected for his seat was one of 
those thorny shrubs which, growing in round isolated masses, 
become so densely matted and interwoven together as to afford 
an excellent seat, and, when covered by a thick blanket, to defend 
one from the thorns, is almost as comfortable as an air-cushion. 
On the top of this sat old Lorimer, much to the amusement of 
his young companions, with his legs crossed under him, and his 
rifle resting on his knees, looking perfectly happy, and very much 
like the figure of a Chinese Mandarin on a mantle-piece. 

Whizz ! — crack ! — away goes a rocket darting through the 
tangled brushwood in a zigzag course, like a fiery serpent. 

It is answered by a tremendous roar, which makes the earth 
tremble. 

Hurra ! a whole volley of rockets sweep the ravine, like a storm 
of fire. Now then he must show himself. Nothing but a 
salamander can stand this. Every rifle is cocked, and every eye 
strained to catch a glimpse of the skulking savage. 

'^ Look out ! he is afoot ! " shouted Mansfield, as a low growl 
and a rustling in the bottom of the ravine announced that the 
tiger was at hand. " Be ready for a start, Ishmail, and see that 
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all the beaters make a rush for the village the moment he shows 
himself/' 

Again all was hushed in breathless silence, but no tiger 
appeared. 

'^ Confound the skulking brute ! '* roared old Lorimer, hotching 
about on the top of his bush in an agony of impatience. ''Blaze 
away, Ishmail, give him more fire, man ; blow the cowardly beast 
to the devil ! '^ 

Again a shower of rockets swept the ravine from end to end. 
Again the beaters rent the air with their shouts, but still no tiger. 
Ishmail actually foamed with rage, and Mansfield, unable longer 
to curb his impatience, sprang from the tree. 

'' I see how it is,'' cried he, snorting like a war-horse. '' He 
has got into a cave again, as these rascally hill tigers always do, 
when they can. But though it be deep as Hell and dark as 
Erebus, rU have him out. Here, my hearties, lend a hand to 
cut away some of these bushes, that we may see what we are 
about." 

The bushes having been partly cleared away, so as to admit 
suflBcient daylight, Mansfield cautiously descended into the ravine, 
closely followed by the trusty Ishmail. After a short search they 
discovered a small cave in the bank of the ravine, the entrance to 
which was about four feet from the ground. 

'' He must have taken shelter here," remarked Mansfield ; " and 
if so, it strikes me I shall be able to manage him. The entrance 
to the cave being so high above the ground, I can peep in with- 
out showing anything but my head ; and if I can only catch the 
glare of his eyes, I think I can plant a ball between them before 
he has time to make up his mind for a charge." 

'' It is a dangerous experiment,'' replied Ishmail, shaking his 
head, "but your fortune is great. Sahib; the tigers tremble at 
your presence ; we shaU try it." 

''Not both of us, Ishmail; you can be of no service to me 
here; I must attempt it alone. But do you go and withdraw 
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the beaters to a safe distance, and tell the gentlemen to be ready 
to pour in a volley in case he should charge/' 

Ishmail felt much inclined to grumble at this arrangement, 
which prevented his sharing in the adventure. But he well knew 
that Mansfield's orders were not to be disputed, and accordingly 
withdrew, muttering prayers, and invoking the aid of the Prophet 
in his behalf. 

Mansfield having removed the caps from his rifle, to ascertain 
that the powder was weU up in the tubes, replaced -them with 
fresh ones, so as to prevent the possibility of his weapon missing 
fire. He then crept quietly along till he was right under the 
cave, and raising his head, peeped cautiously into the gloomy 
recess. At first all was impenetrable darkness ; but as his eye 
became gradually accustomed to the subdued light, he perceived 
two bright green orbs glaring upon him from the inmost recess 
of the cavern. 

" Now then for a steady hand,'' thought Mansfield, as he 
slowly raised himself so as to bring his rifle to bear. A low surly 
growl amiounced that the tiger was on the alert, and a certain 
impatient switching of the tail, which invariably precedes a charge, 
did not escape the practised ear of Mansfield. 

Full weU he knew there was no time to be lost. Quickly but 
steadily the heavy rifle was raised to his shoulder, his finger was 
on the trigger — another instant would have sent a two-ounce ball 
crashing through the tiger's skuU, when a terrific roar burst from 
the cave — a huge mass of yellow fur shot over his head as if 
projected from some powerful engine — ^the rifle exploded in the 
air, and our hero found himself sprawling on his back in the 
bottom of the ravine, and, strange to say, unhurt. 

With one bound the tiger gained the top of the opposite 
bank, and bursting through the tangled brushwood, started 
across the open ground at racing speed. A shower of balls 
saluted him as he made his appearance, but not a single shot 
took eifect. 
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The ovlj chance now remained with old Lorimer, and every eye 
was fixed upon him as ^'Kill-devil^^ was slowly raised^ and the 
sight brought to bear upon the tiger. 

'^ Noo then/' exclaimed the Doctor, twisting his features into the 
most extraordinary contortions, and wriggling about on his perch in 
a perfect ecstasy of excitement, " Noo then, Maister Lorimer, 
noo, sir, for the love o' goodness hand straight. Od's my life, if 
you miss him noo, we'll never see mair of hinu ! man, tak a 
good vizzy ; ! sir. — Hurra ! — he's deed — ^he's deed," — shouted 
the Doctor, almost screaming with delight, as " Kill-devil" poured 
forth its deadly contents, and the wounded tiger, uttering a shrill 
roar, bounded high into the air, and rolled over. But this 
triumphant shout was changed to a groan of horror, as the 
enraged brute again scrambled to his feet, and dashed with 
terrific bounds towards the bush on which Lorimer was seated. 

Again his rifle was raised with the coolness of despair — again 
the report was answered by a short angry roar, announcing that 
the ball had taken effect, but the tiger only dashed forward with 
increased speed. Nothing now can save him — every rifle has 
been discharged — ^tliree bounds more, and poor old Lorimer is a 
mangled corse. The tiger has gathered himself together for the 
last spring — Charles can bear it no longer, but burying his face 
in his hands, groans aloud. Ha ! he's down — it's all over — No ! 
— ^hark to that shot — 'tis Mansfield's rifle — the ragged bullet 
whistles through the air, and the tiger, rearing up to his full 
height, falls back gasping in the last agonies. 

A simultaneous shout of triumph burst from the assembled 
multitude as Mansfield stepped from the ravine, and, dropping 
the butt-end of his rifle to the ground, drew a long breath like 
one who has just had a heavy load of anxiety removed from his 
mind. 

" My blessing on you, for a trusty companion," murmured he, 
regarding his favourite weapon with a look of affection, as if it 
had been a living creature — " You have stood my friend in many 

E 
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a hard pinch, but never before did you put forth your beauties in 
so good a cause. There was life and death on that shot. I had 
but one barrel left, and had I failed — ^it makes me shudder to 
think what that poor old man would now have been.'' 

The moment it was ascertained that the tiger was fairly unable 
to rise, the beaters and villagers rushed down in a body to glut 
their eyes with the dying struggles of their vanquished foe; and 
many were the curses and maledictions showered upon the 
expiring tyrant, as he lay, terrible even in death, still glaring 
fiercely on his tormentors, and making feeble attempts to growl, 
whilst the frothy blood bubbled in his throat, and choked his 
dying sobs. 

^' God bless you, my boy!'' exclaimed old Lorimer, grasping 
Mansfield's hand in both of his, and squeezing it hard, whilst the 
tear of gratitude dimmed his eyes. " I have not words to thank 
you as I could wish, but I feel it — I feel it in the bottom of my 
heart. And my poor dear motherless child will bless you, and 
pray for you, whilst she lives, for having saved her old father 
from a cruel death." 

Mansfield blushed Hke a bashful maiden at hearing the praises 
which were lavislied upon him from all sides, and turned way to 
hide his confusion, whilst he busied himself, with more than usual 
care, in reloading his rifle. 

" Pooh ! pooh ! nonsense," cried he at last ; " what a fuss you 
all make about knocking over a tiger. Why it was not much of 
a shot, after all, although it happened to be put in at a lucky 
moment. Any one of you might have done the same had your 
rifles been loaded." 

'^ I'm no just so sure o' that," remarked the Doctor, with a 
pawkey leer. '^ There are some of us no' just that good at the 
lang ranges, and yon was a deevle of a lang range. But be the 
shot good, or be it bad, it saved the life o' the best friend I hae 
on earth, although he did threaten, no' half an hour ago, to ding 
me aff the tree like a pyat; and for that same I shall hae a 
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respect for you, and your rifle gun, and your lang ranges, till my 
deein day. So gie's your hand, my trusty friend, and my blessing 
go wi' you.'' 

In the meantime Ishmail, who had dispatched the tiger by 
firing a matchlock into his head, was busily employed, with a 
lighted match, in singeing off his whiskers. 

'' How do you like that, you sulky-looking old bantchoat ?" 
muttered Ishmail, as he squatted in front of the dead tiger, 
singeing away with great industry. '^ You little thought, half an 
hour ago, that you should have me for a barber ; but Tve got 
you by the beard now, and the devil a bristle shall I leave on your 
ugly snout. No, no, I had trouble enough with you when alive, 
and have no fancy to be haunted by your ghost now that you 
are dead.''^ 

Ishmail having finished the singeing operation to his entire 
satisfaction, the dead tiger was placed upon a cart drawn by four 
buUocks, and driven off towards the Cantonment, followed by a 
crowd of natives, blowing horns, beating drums, and shouting 
forth the praises of the victor. 

* The natives of India have a superstitious belief that, unless the whiskers 
o^ a tiger be singed off directly after he is killed, his ghost will haunt those 
who have caused his death. 
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CHAPTER V. 



DBER-STALKINO, AND IBEX SHOOTXNGj ON THE NZILGHEERY 
HILLS. 




fOW much of romance, and old 
tradition is associated with the 
very word, "Deer!" 

Does it not. Gentle Beader, 
conjure up before thee many a 
legend of the olden time — many a 
scene of ancient chivalry ? — The 
Douglas and the Percy ? — The 
bloody field of Chevy Chase ? — 
The ancient Forests of our Kings ? 
Robin Hood and his merry men? 
— Shakspeare, and the mad pranks of his youth ? 

We can hardly fancy the most phlegmatic alderman, gazing on 
a fat haunch, without thinldng of honest Jack Falstaff, and 
Windsor Forest; and remembering that, in all ages, the deer has 
been the theme of Poets' song — the game of Kings. 

As such, we have a regard for " the bonny dun-deer" above all 
other animals of the chase. We look upon hi m as a noble 
animal of ancient family. And we never behold him wandering 
over his wOd domains, with the lofty bearing of a feudal Baron, 
that a certain feeling of respect doea not creep over us. 

Here are many Indian field-sports, in which we have played 



DEER-STALKING ON THE NEILOHERBT HILLS. 63 

our part^ of a grander and more exciting nature than that of deer- 
stalking ; but there are none to which we look back with greater 
pleasure. We have certain romantic ideas connected with this 
sporty which we do not associate with any other, and which we 
can only trace to the sublime nature of the scenery amidst which 
it has been enjoyed, coupled with the silent, solitary character of 
the sport itself; for we have ever agreed in thinking, with the 
quaint old author of " The Treatyse of Fyshynge wyth an Angle,'' 
that, in deer-stalking, as in the ^' gentle craft,^' — '^ Whanne ye 
jmrpoos to go on yov/r dysportes, ye sJuill not desyre gretly many 
jpersons noyth you'' 

Dearly did we love those solitary rambles among the wild 
hills ; nor did we ever miss, or seek for any society but our own 
thoughts. And dearly do we now love to look back to the happy 
days we have spent in " hunting of the deer/' To remember 
how we have watched him with his herd, feeding in some lone 
^en; — or looming through the mist like a grey spectre; — or 
cutting the sky-line, like a sculptured image, on the pinnacle of 
a mountain, where he keeps his watch, at break of day, scanning 
the surrounding hills with jealous eye. We love to remember 
how the royal hart hath led us many a weary mile, in the exciting 
contest of man's reason against the unerring instinct of the 
brute ; — our manoeuvres, foiled by the keen vision, and exquisite 
sense of smell, which nature has bestowed upon the stag for his 
protection, and which he uses with the skill of a consummate 
general; — ^the wild scenes through which we have followed the 
chase, far away from the haunts of man, where no sound is heard 
but the plash of the distant waterMl, and the sighing of the wind 
through the long rank grass ; — the pure air of the mountains 
bracing the nerves, and setting fatigue at defiance. 

Mile after mile have we thus passed over in the heart-stirring 
pursuit, — ^hour after hour has thus flown by, equally unheeded, — 
till the shades of night have closed around us, and the wailing cry 
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of the jackall has warned us to retrace our weary steps over the 
moonlit hills. 

So great an enthtisiast are we in the art of deer-stalking, that 
we look upon it as the poetry of hunting. It is a pursuit which 
calls forth all the energies of the hunter's mind as weU as of his 
body : it is a campaign in miniature ; it is a study for a general ; 
and it is a sport which, if followed in a proper spirit, with due 
moderation, and by a person of tolerably Cultivated tastes^ 
ought to make the solitary deer-stalker, not only a wiser but a 
better man. 

"We have never gazed upon the glorious works of nature with 
such profound feelings of reverence, and gratitude towards the 
beneficent Creator of all things, as, when sitting alone on a wild 
hill side, in the warm twilight of a tropical evening, surrounded 
by all that is grand arid beautiful in mountain scenery, we have 
watched the wary deer feeding securely in the green valley below; 
and, by means of that wonderful instinct which their merciful 
Creator has bestowed upon them, defying the utmost skill of man 
to approach them. We have never sat down to a sumptuously 
covered table, with half the feeling of gratitude towards Him who 
gives us our daily bread, that we have, in our solitary tent, to a 
frugal supper of broiled venison, earned with the sweat of our 
brolv. And never have we retired to rest in a happier frame of 
mind, or enjoyed more balmy slumber, than after the successful 
termination of a hard da/s deer-stalking. 

It has often proved a subject of wonder to us, that this sport 
of deer-stalking, in spite of the many charms which it possesses in 
our eyes, finds so few followers amongst the sportsmen of India. 

"We have known hundreds of men who rode well to hog, who 
were undeniable rifle shots, who were good sportsmen in every 
respect, and who used to prove the life and soul of our merry 
parties in the jungle; but, amongst those, we could point out but 
few who had poetry enough— or perhaps foolish romance enough 
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— ^in their compositioD, to appreciate the delights of the solitary 
deer-stalker's life. 

Indeed, amongst all our sporting friends — ^if we except our 
brother, who was, and still is, a perfect enthusiast — Mansfield 
was the only one who could folly sympathise with us in our ardent 
love for this sport. He was an enthusiastic admirer of nature ; 
he understood the poetry of the thing ; and much as he had 
distinguished himself in the various manly field-sports of India, — 
much as he enjoyed the society of his brother sportsmen, — much 
as his society was courted by them, — he never appeared so much 
in his element, as when following a shy old stag through the 
solitary wilds of the Neilgherry Hills — ^and no man knew better 
than he how to do so with success. 

It was therefore with no small feeling of satisfaction, that he 
availed himself of a quiet day, after the encounter with the tiger, 
to initiate his young friend Charles into the mysteries of his 
favourite pursuit. 

The ground selected for this day's sport was Clienykonoor, — 
a spot amongst the GAats, on the edge of the hills, which, on 
account of the extreme difficulty of the ground, and its remote- 
ness from the cantonment of Ootacamund, was little known, and 
less frequented, by any one except the stanch deer-stalker Mans- 
fidd himself. 

It still wanted more than an hour of daylight, when Charles, 
who, partly owing to the cold — for this was the first night he 
had passed under canvass on the hills — and partly from over- 
anxiety, had enjoyed but broken slumbers, started from his hard 
camp bed, and roused Mansfield out of a sound sleep. 

The full moon had, for the last hour, been shining on the 
young sportsman's face, and the bellowing voice of the old 
stags, calling from hill to hill, was a temptation he could no 
longer resist. 

Mansfield, delighted at the ardour of his young companion, 
quickly obeyed the summons; — and, having ascertained that 



66 THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

Charles was properly clothed in the sober habiliments of a deer- 
stalker, the two sportsmen, followed by Mansfield's favourite 
Peoriy Ayapah, proceeded, over the moonlit hills, towards the 
edge of the Ghats. 

Here, by rights, the sportsmen ought to have separated, each 
taking his own beat; but Charles being a novice in the art, it 
was necessary, on this occasion, that he and Mansfield should 
keep together. 

Daylight was beginning to appear, as they reached the ground, 
where Mansfield expected to find deer ; and the occasional bellow 
of a stag afforded welcome evidence that his expectations would 
not be disappointed. But the hills were enveloped in so dense a 
mist, that no object could be distinguished ; and the sportsmen 
sat down, in silence, to await its clearing off. 

By slow degrees, the white curtain rose, gradually unclothing 
a conical hill in front, till all was bare, except the rocky summit, 
on which the vapour hung like a silver veil. And now, through 
the grey mist, on the very pinnacle of the highest pe^k, loomed 
forth a shadowy outline, like the dim ghost of a gigantic deer. 

Mansfield laid his hand gently upon the arm of his companion, 
and both crouched low upon the ground. 

As the sun rose behind the sleeping mountains, its rays shot 
through the fog, dispersing it like magic, and a flood of crimson 
light struck full upon a noble stag. Prom a mere shadow, he 
now stood forth in bold relief, his stately form and wide-spreading 
antlers showing so vividly distinct against the sky-line, that dis- 
tance was forgotten, and Charles could have sworn that the wild 
jealous glance of his eye met his, as they watched each other. 

After making a' rapid survey of the surrounding ground, 
Mansfield shook his head. 

" I fear, Charley my boy, he is too old a soldier for us. — He 
has taken up so commanding a position that there is little chance 
of our getting near him ; but we may try.'' 

So saying, Mansfield arose, for there was no means of efltectually 
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concealing themselves, and began to saunter ofif carelessly, in an 
opposite direction to where the deer stood, in hopes that, by so 
doing, they might be enabled to make a wide detour, and approach 
him under cover of the hill. 

The stag did not attempt to leave his post ; but stood watching 
their motions, turning as if on a pivot, so as to keep his head 
always towards them, till a mass of rock concealed them from 
his view, when he took the alarm; and, on again coming in 
sight of the conical hill, the sportsmen found its rocky summit 
nntenanted. 

" I thought so,^' remarked Mansfield, looking somewhat dis- 
appointed, for the stag had exhibited a pair of antlers, such as 
even he had seldom had the good fortune to meet with. " But 
never mind ; there are plenty more good heads where that one 
came from : we shall have blood on the knife yet before night.*' 

The fog had, by this time, rolled away from the hills, leaving 
a clear blue sky over head. But some hundred feet below the 
spectators, as they stood upon the edge of the Ghat, a level mass 
of white vapour extended to the horizon, from which the rays of the 
sun were reflected with intense brilliancy, as if the hills had been 
surroimded by an interminable desert of frozen snow. Slowly, and 
imperceptibly, the dense mass of vapour yielded to the increasing 
heat, till the features of the plain below could be faintly traced, 
as if through a curtain of thick gauze. Another moment, and 
the veil was rent asunder ; — the thin sheet of cloud was broken 
into detached masses, which evaporated with the rapidity of steam ; 
and the glowing scenery of the low country, its varied features 
dwindled into Lilliputian proportions, and bathed in glowing 
sunshine, burst upon the sight, like a bright vision of fairy-land. 

The effect was magical; and so wrapped in admiration was 
Charles, that Mansfield was obliged more than once to repeat his 
warning whistle, before he became aware that the keen deer- 
stalker was already on the top of a rising ground, at some distance, 
carefully sweeping the horizon with his telescope. 
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" There/' said Mansfield, placing the glass in the hands of his 
companion, and pointing to a range of hills about two miles off, 
^' take a look, and tell me what you see/' 

Charles looked in the direction indicated, threw down the glass, 
jumped to his feet, and began capering about in an ecstasy of 
delight. 

"A whole herd of deer, by all that is beautiful! — Come, 
Mansfield — come — diet's be at them at once ! " 

So saying, the eager young sportsman snatched up his rifle, and 
set off, at a trot, in the direction of the deer. 

Hark, back !— Hark, back ! '' exclaimed Mansfield, laughing. 
Not so fast, youngster. There are two or three things to be 
considered before we proceed any farther. Pray can you tell me 
jBrom what point the wind blows this fine fresh morning ? " 

^' The wind ! " replied Charles, looking a good deal astonished, 
and glancing around, as if to make out the points of the compass. 
'' Why, I can hardly tell. I should think it was somewhere about 
south-east. But what has the wind got to do with it ? " 

" The points of the compass, indeed, have not much to do with 
it,'' replied Mansfield, smiling. " But had you followed the line 
you were taking, you would have found, to your cost, that the 
direction of the wind, with reference to the position of the game, 
is a trifling circumstance worth attending to in deer-stalking. Do 
you not perceive that the wind blows directly from where we 
stand, towards the deer ? " 

" To be sure I do. But what of that ? " 

" Simply this : that were we to attempt to approach them from 
this side, with every advantage of ground in our favour, we should 
see the whole herd toss up their noses, and gallop off, before we 
were within half a mile of them. The wonderfully acute sense of 
smell possessed by the deer, is the thing of all others to be 
guarded against in stalking. We must get round them, and 
approach them, tip the wind, even if it costs us a day's march to 
accomplish our object." 
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The nature of the ground was favourable for stalking, and 
Mansfield soon gained a position from whence the deer tiaight be 
approached without alarming their keen sense of smell. There 
still remained much difficulty in approaching them unseen. But 
long experience had given to Mansfield a correctness of eye, an 
almost instinctive faculty of availing himself of the slightest 
inequality of ground, which few deer-stalkers ever attain, and, 
after surmounting innumerable difficulties, the sportsmen at 
length found themselves under cover of a little hillock behind 
which the deer were feeding. 

Here the sportsmen halted ; and Mansfield motioned to Charles 
to remove the caps from his rifle, and replace them by fresh ones, 
in case they might have become damp in creeping through the 
long grass. 

AU being ready, Mansfield crawled, on hands and knees, to 
the top of the hillock, and, lying flat upon the ground, peeped 
cautiously into the little valley beyond. There were the herd, still 
at feed, and well within range. Mansfield could have picked off 
any one of them. But nothing met his eye save long-eared, timid- 
looking hinds, who might thank their stars they were not over- 
looked by z. pot-hunter, 

Mansfield was too good a sportsman to shoot game merely for 
the sake of boasting, afterwards, that he had killed a certain 
number in a certain time — as, we regret to say, is too often the 
case among men who aspire to that character — and made it a rule 
never to kill a hind except when deer were scarce, and his people 
in want of food. 

Charles being a promising pupil, and one in whose sporting 
education he took a pride, Mansfield thought this a good oppor- 
tunity to impress upon the mind of the young sportsman a useful 
lesson of coolness, forbearance, and mercy; and although Charles, 
more than once, attempted to raise his rifle— keeping his eyes all 
the time riveted upon the liinds, with a longing, loving look, such 
as a young pointer casts upon a dead bird, which, although close 
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under his nose, he does not dare to touch, — ^Mansfield was inexor- 
able, and held him down with a grasp, against which it was in 
vain to contend. 

The wily deer-stalker knew well that where so many hinds were 
congregated, there must be a stag at no great distance, and 
therefore remained perfectly still, allowing them to feed on 
quietly, whilst he watched their graceful motions, and stored 
his mind with characteristic attitudes to be introduced at some 
future period in his drawings. 

Presently the hinds began to look about, and one of them called. 

Now he knew their lord was coming — and a slight motion of 
the hand made Charles aware of the fact. 

The rifle was silently cocked, and next moment the young 
sportsman had brought his sight to bear upon the bristling 
shoulder of a royal stag, as he slowly emerged from a thicket of 
gigantic fern. 

It was the identical stag they had first seen, and attempted, 
in vain, to stalk. Mansfield recognised his noble head at a glance. 

The ragged bullet sped hissing through the air, and the hinds, 
startled by the report of the rifle, scampered off in wild confusion. 
The stag made one sickly reel, but immediately recovered himself, 
and followed them with blood bubbling from a wound in the 
shoulder. Mansfield fired, right and left, and planted two balls 
in his side before he was out of range, but without any apparent 
effect upon the enormous brute, who rattled down the Ghat, 
without a stagger, clattering over the rocks like a cart-horse. 

The difficulty now was how to proceed. A young hand would 
naturally have followed the wounded deer, who, with three large 
balls through his body, could not be expected to go far. But 
Mansfield was well aware of the extraordinary tenacity of life 
possessed by this species of deer, and also knew that, if followed, 
he would pursue his downward course, as long as life remained, 
and probably be lost in the heavy forest jungle which encircles 
the base of the hills. And yet, if allowed to get out of sight, he 
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would as probably be lost amongst the high fern and lemon-grass, 
or in one of the ,deep wooded ravines with which the country 
abounded. Fortunately, however, the elevated position occupied 
by the hunters gave them an advantage, of which no man knew 
better than Mansfield how to avail himself; and, by skilful 
manoeuvring, he managed to creep from point to point, keeping 
the wounded deer in sight without frightening him, or driving 
him into the low country. 

The stag, finding he was not pursued, and never having seen 
the hunters from the first, soon stopped. 

But he was in a very ticklish position, and Mansfield felt that 
his utmost generalship must now be called into play — for if 
fright/Cned, or missed, that noble stag was lost to him for ever. 
The animal was by this time more than half way down the Ghaty 
with a clear run below him into the heavy forest jungle, — and a few 
hundred yards beyond him was a dark and dangerous ravine, for 
which he was evidently making, and from which, if he once gained 
its sanctuary, there was little chance of ever recovering him. 

Desiring Charles and the Feon to remain perfectly quiet, 
Mansfield, with a rifle in each hand, began to creep down the 
steep descent, with the stealthy pace of a panther. 

About a hundred and fifty yards from the spot where the 
wounded deer stood gazing stupidly around him, there grew a 
small clump of stunted date trees, which did not escape the 
practised eye of the deer-stalker : this was the point at which he 
aimed, and, by dint of creeping on hands and knees, he at last 
succeeded in getting behind it. 

Stopping for a moment to draw breath, Mansfield brought his 
heavy two-ounce rifle to bear upon the shaggy neck of the stag, 
and fired. Down dropped his noble head, and a stream of blood 
gushed from his throat, but still he stood firm. 

Now for the double rifle. One ball crashed through his ribs, 
another plunged into his shoulder, — ^he only winced, and before 
Mansfield could reload he was off, making for the deep ravine 
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before alluded to. But his gallant heart was sinking — ^his 
strength failed him before he reached the stronghold. He halted, 
and stood tottering beneath the shade of a tree. 

The stag was now so close to the ravine that Mansfield did not 
dare to venture on a long shot, at three hundred yards, for fear 
of missing him, and the nature of the ground would not admit of 
his approaching any nearer. 

For a fuU hour, by his watch, Mansfield kept sentry over his 
quarry, expecting every moment to see him drop. His heart 
smote him as he marked the laborious breathing of the poor 
animal. He felt disgusted with himself — as every one must have 
felt who has been forced to have recourse to such a scene of 
butchery in securing his game — and almost wished that the first 
shot had never been fired. But it was now too late to retract. 
The death of the poor animal was inevitable, and the sooner he 
was put out of pain the better. 

Once the stag lay down, and then Mansfield fancied all was 
over; but he rose again, and having ascertained, by the aid of his 
glaas, that the animal was gaining strength, rather than getting 
weaker, he determined upon risking a long shot. 

The first ball fell short; the second hit, bringing the animal 
on his knees. But the stag immediately regained his footing — 
made a rush, rather than a run-^and disappeared in the dark 
ravine, for which he had been making from the first. 

And this with seven balls through his body I ! 

Now we are aware that what we have just narrated must appear 
to the reader very like an Indian story, and if he doubts our 
veracity we can hardly blame him. We have only to say that 
every particular was noted down on the spot, and that we have 
related them word for word as they occurred. 

Tired and dispirited, Mansfield abandoned the pursuit, and 
retraced his weary steps towards the place where he had left his 
companions. 

Ayapah, one of the most indefatigable SAiiarees we ever knew. 
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now volunteered to undertake the forlorn hope of retrieving the 
wounded deer. A council of war having been held on the 
subject^ it was settled that he should descend the GAathj B^iBihex 
dangerous path, which would enable him to reach the bottom of 
the ravine, taking a rifle with him to dispatch the stag if he found 
him : whilst the two sportsmen watched above in case he should 
move. 

Another anxious hour passed. At length the trusty Ayapah 
was seen to reach the foot of the GAat in safety ; he descended 
into the ravine ; and, next moment, a faint report announced that 
the death shot had been administered. 

As previously arranged, the two sportsmen set off to the 
nearest burgher village to procure people to carry home the deer ; 
and by two o'clock the noblest pair of antlers, which now grace 
the walls of our Sanctum, were hanging from the pole of Mans- 
field^s tent, and a dozen happy viQagers were trudging home, 
under a welcome load of venison. 

Ayapah reported that he had found the stag dying, under a 
rock, but that he got upon his legs, and made a feeble attempt 
to charge before he fell. 

Verily, there is no more gallant brute in nature than" a 
Neilgherry stag.* 

After partaking of some luncheon, the sportsmen again sallied 
forth. 

As it was still too early in the day for deer to be again at feed 
— ^the only time there is much chance of finding them, without 
hounds, in a country abounding with such strong cover, Mansfield 
took a new line, proceeding to a wild precipitous part of the 
Ghats, which he knew to be frequented by a herd of that rare 
animal the ibex of theNeilgherries. If the reader be a naturalist, 
he may perhaps find it worth while to glance at the description of 
this animal given in our notes. 

The heat had, by this time, become oppressive. The wild 

* For a description of this noble species of deer see notes. 
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animals had all retired for shelter to the dark woods and deep 
ra\rines. And, even with the aid of the telescope, not a living 
thing could be seen over the wide extent of country, which the 
elevated position of the hunters enabled them to command. 

They had already scrambled along the precipitous face of the 
GhaU for several weary miles : now following a narrow deer- 
track ; now descending to avoid a bluJBF headland of rock, or an 
impenetrable ravine ; and now climbing painfully up the dry bed 
of a mountain torrent, filled with loose round stones, which rolled 
from under the feet at every step, and went thundering down the 
side of the mountain, rendering the ascent both difficult and 
dangerous. 

Charles, unaccustomed to such severe exercise, was beginning 
to exhibit evident symptoms of fatigue, and to moralise on the 
folly of risking one^s precious neck for the sake of an ibex, when 
Mansfield suddenly stopped ; and, laying his hand upon the arm 
of his companion, pointed, silently, towards a lofty crag, some 
thousand feet above them, upon the pinnacle of which, between 
them and the sky, stood a noble male ibex, the watchful sentinel 
of his herd. 

The distance was so great, and the animal so perfectly 
motionless, that Charles fancied they had not been observed, and 
instinctively crouched behind the nearest rock. 

" It is too late to attempt concealment,^' remarked Mansfield. 
'^ There is no more vigilant sentry than an old buck ibex, and 
m engage that fellow had his eye upon us long before we 
observed him. But, sharp as he is, I think I can show you how 
to circumvent him, provided you are a tolerable cragsman, and 
can stand another hour's climbing." 

Charles, whose spirits had rallied at the sight of game, declared 
himseK ready for anything. 

"Follow me, then," said Mansfield; "and look well to your 
footing, for we have some dangerous ground to pass over." 

The great point, in approaching ibex, is to get above them. 
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From below, it is impossible for the most skilful stalker to elude 
their vigilance ; but they rarely, or never look above, to guard 
against danger. Mansfield was well aware of this peculiarity, and 
knew that if he could once get out of sight, without alarming the 
watchful sentinel, his knowledge of the ground would enable him 
to reach a point above the game, from whence, with a little care, 
and attention to the direction of the wind, he could easUy 
approach within shot. 

Without attempting to conceal themselves, the two sportsmen 
moved off, directly away from the ibex, taking a course which 
enabled the watchful animal to keep them in sight for nearly a 
mile ; when, having ascertained, by means of his telescope, that 
the suspicious sentinel was lulled into fatal security, Mansfield 
suddenly dived into the bed of a dry watercourse, and began to 
ascend the steep face of the Ghat with all diligence. It was a 
weary climb to the top, and, in many parts, exceedingly dangerous. 
But excitement enabled the sportsmen to overcome dif&culties, 
which, in cold blood, would have been considered insurmountable, 
and, after an hour of severe toil, they found themselves safely 
landed on the top of the cliffs. 

^'Now!^' exclaimed Mansfield, throwing himself upon the 
grass, and indulging in a low chuckle of satisfaction, as he wiped 
away the big drops of perspiration, which fell from his forehead 
like rain, " I think we have circumvented that old rogue at last ; 
and, if he has not left his post, I can bring you near enough to 
distinguish his whiskers.'^ 

Mansfield's correct eye enabled him^ at a glance, to recognise 
that portion of the cliff, which he had marked from below as 
overhanging the position of the ibex ; and, the direction of the 
wind being favourable^ it was reached without difficulty. 

Lying flat upon the ground, the two sportsmen now crawled to 
the edge of the precipice, and, peeping cautiously over,, beheld a 
sight which amply repaid them for their toil. Directly under 
them fifteen ibex were feeding amongst the ledges of rock, and. 
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on the same peak where they had first observed him, the shaggy 
old buck still kept his post, watchful as ever, but quite unconscious 
of the danger which threatened him from above. 

" Take him in the head/' — whispered Mansfield. — " He is not 
above fifty yards off.'' 

Charles, resting his rifle on the edge of the cliff, took a steady 
aim and fired.— The sentinel buck, in the last agony, sprung, 
with a convulsive bound, from his giddy post, and down, down, 
down he shot, cleaving the air like a bird, in his headlong descent, 
till he fell, a shattered mass, among the pointed rocks, a thousand 
feet below. 

• The remainder of the herd, startled by the shot, and missing 
their leader, skipped about from ledge to ledge, and from point 
to point, trying in vain to discover from whence the danger pro- 
ceeded. One sprung upon the very rock from whence the 
unfortunate sentinel had so suddenly been dislodged, and actually 
stared Mansfield in the face. He had hardly secured his footing, 
before a two-ounce ball crashed through his head. But he too, 
reeling from his lofty pedestal, took the awful leap, and, after 
bounding from crag to crag, was lost, for ever, in one of those 
wild chasms where the foot neither of man nor beast has ever 
dared to tread. Quick as lightning, the second barrel was dis- 
charged amongst the startled herd, and a fine buck fell dead 
without a struggle, at the same moment that the nearest female 
dropped from a narrow ledge, shot through the heart by Charles. 

This fresh disaster appeared to open the eyes of the bewildered 
animals. The leader, looking upwards, uttered his shrill note of 
alarm, and away rattled the wild herd, taking their own narrow 
path — it looked a mere hue — along the dark face of the scarped 
precipice, where it appeared hardly possible even for a bird to 
find footing. Along this fearful road, the ibex pursued their 
course, at headlong speed, skipping, like winged creatures, from 
crag to crag, till they had reached a place of safety ; when form- 
ing in line, with an old hoary patriarch at their head, they cast 
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oue wild glance at their baffled pursuers, and moved off, at a 
more sober pace, to some far distaiit haunt. 

Bopes having been procured from the neighbouring village, a 
Burgher was induced, by the promise of some venison, to venture 
down the precipice, and the two ibex last shot were slung up, 
after some difficulty. The others — as is too often the case in 
ibex shooting — ^had fallen far beyond the reach of man, and were 
reluctantly abandoned to the vultures. 

Mansfield having congratulated Charles on the good success of 
his first attempt in the difficult and dangerous sport of ibex 
shooting, and having refreshed him, after his labours, with a 
mouthful of brandy and water, of which he stood in much need, 
the game was left in charge of the villagers, who agreed to carry 
it to the tent, and the sportsmen strolled towards home by a 
circuitous route, keeping a good look-out for deer as they 
went along. 

The sun was now getting low, and the wild cry of the pea- 
fowl arose from the wooded valleys ; but no deer were yet visible. 
Soon, however, the distant bellowing of a stag was heard, echoing 
amongst the silent hills. This was a sure sign that the deer 
were moving out to feed, and Mansfield now proceeded, with 
great circumspection, scanning the hills with his glass, and 
peeping cautiously over every rising ground, before venturing to 
show himself. Once or twice a hind started from amongst the 
long fern, almost at the feet of the sportsmen. But Charles 
having been previously cautioned by Mansfield not to fire at any- 
thing but stags, they were allowed to go off unharmed. At 
length, on turning the abrupt shoulder of a hill, a crash was 
heard, proceeding from a thicket below, and next moment the 
head of a fine stag appeared, forcing his way through the tangled 
brushwood, and tossing the branches aside with his sweeping 
antlers. He was far out of range, so the two sportsmen crouched 
behind a rock, and watched his proceedings in silence. 

Having cast his jealous eye around, and apparently satisfied 

f2 
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himself that all was rights the majestic animial began to graze, 
feeding up slowly towards the hunters, and lazily brushing off 
the flies with his horns. Half an hour had thus passed, and the 
stag had approached within about a hundred and eighty yards of 
Mansfield^s place of concealment, when he suddenly appeared to 
scent danger on the wind, and threw up his head with a wild 
snort. It was answered by the sharp report of Mansfield^s rifle, 
and the stag drawing himself together with a convulsive shudder, 
dropped apparently quite dead. 

He was about to press the trigger of the second barrel, when 
his Teon gave an alarm that deer were passing behind, and Mans- 
field ran round the hill to intercept them : but he was too late, 
and when he returned the stag was still lying in the same spot 
where he had fallen. 

Ten minutes having now elapsed since the first shot had been 
fired, during which the stag had never shown any symptoms of 
life, Mansfield thought it needless to make a target of his body ; 
but drawing his hunting knife walked towards him. 

Having to cross two deep ravines, before he reached the stag, 
Mansfield took the precaution of leaving Charles and the Teon to 
watch, in case, by any chance, he should come to life again ; and 
it was well he did so, for he had not got more than half way, 
when a shout from the Feon, and the sharp report of a rifle, 
announced that the stag was once more upon his legs. Mansfield 
rushed forward, and was just in time for a snap shot, as the 
animal was disappearing, at a smart gallop, over the ridge of a 
hill. Down he came again, but rose in an instant and trotted off. 

Leaving his discharged rifle, Mansfield gave chase, armed with 
his long hunting knife, and soon came up with the quarry, for 
he was sick and faint from the efi'ects of the last shot. 

The wounded stag, finding himself unable to escape, turned 
in despair, and stood at bay. His mouth was besmeared with 
foam, and his bloodshot eye rolled savagely as he lowered his 
head for a charge. On he came with mane erect. Mansfield, 
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who watched his motions with the eye of a hawk, stepped nimbly 
aside to avoid the deadly stroke of his horn, and drove the hunt- 
ing knife, up to the hilt, in his chest. One vigorous struggle 
separated them; and away went the stag, actually splashing the 
bushes with his blood, yet facing a steep hill, at a pace which 
left Mansfield, dead beat, far behind. But he could not go far. 
He reeled — staggered — ^made one desperate effort to reach a dark 
ravine — and dropped dead upon the brink. 

By the time this deer was broken up, the sun had already set, 
and the sportsmen— after having tied a handkerchief to his horns, 
to prevent the wild dogs from attacking the carcase during the 
night — ^made the best of their way towards the tent. 

Darkness succeeded sunset with that rapidity peculiar to a 
tropical climate, and the wailing notes of the jackall came sweep- 
ing by them on the night wind, before they had proceeded half a 
mile over the hills. 

It was already so dark that objects could no longer be distin- 
guished at the distance of a hundred yards, and Charles had just 
called the attention of Mansfield to the beautiful effect of the full 
moon, which was rising behind a rocky hill before them, when 
suddenly, as if by magic, the figure of a noble stag, which had 
hitherto been shrouded in darkness, rose between them and the 
light, and remained perfectly motionless, his graceful form thrown 
out strongly against the red disk of the moon, like a figure 
reflected by a magic lantern. 

Mansfield slowly raised his rifle, the fine sight of which, being 
opposed to the light, showed as clear as if it had been noon-day. 

The sharp report was answered by a fiendish yell from the 
startled jackalls — and the form of the stag, sinking apparently 
into the ground, disappeared as suddenly, as if it had, indeed, 
been only a phantom. The ball had passed through his heart, 
and he died without a struggle. 

The moon was now shining, cold and bright, over the wild 
GhaU, By her pale light the hunters performed the last offices 
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to the departed, and, strapping his glorious head upon Ayapah^s 
back, they struck out over the hills, and soon reached the welcome 
shelter of their tent. 

After enjoying a hearty supper of broiled venison, and discuss- 
ing the events of the day over a cup of hot coffee, and a sociable 
cigar, the wearied hunters retired to rest with light hearts, and 
the pleasing reflection that the produce of their da/s sport had 
supplied a whole Burgher village with a week's supply of animal 
food, which to these poor people is the greatest of all luxuries. 

Gentle Eeader, if you wish to enjoy deer-stalking in perfection, 
and without restraint, go to the Neilgherry Hills ! 



A ItlDE IN THE GBEAT WALIAR JUBOLE. 



CHAPTER VI. 




! GaEAT WAIIAU JDNGLE. 

■ LD Lorimer being laid up with 
an attack of gout, aud Is)iinail not 
yet sufficiently recovered from his 
wounds to enable him to resume his 
duties as huntsman, Mansfield had 
made arrangements with Chwles 
and the Doctor, for a few days' 
hunting in the Great Jungle, which 
extends from the base of the hills, 
towards the Western Ghauts, and 
in which bison, deer, and wild elephants are found in abundance. — 
The tents and camp equipage had been sent on, two days in 
advance, in charge of Mansfield's Peon, Ayapah ; and, on a fine 
bright morning our three friends started, on horseback, for their 
hunting- ground. 

As they rode slowly down the romantic pass wbich leads from 
the hills to the heavy forest jungle below, their conversation 
naturally turned upon Mansfield's late adventure with the tiger. 

" Od, man, but yon was a narrow escape ye had frae the tigre," 
remarked the Doctor ; " I canna' think hoo he gae'd o'er you 
without gi'en you a skilp wi' ane o' thae muckle paws o' his, for 
they're gae an' ready wi' them by ordinar ! " 

"Faith, Doctor, thafs more than I can tell you myself," 
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replied Mansfield ; '^ all I recollect is hearing a roar, seeing some 
large object fly over my head, and finding myself sprawling at the 
bottom of the ravine, with one barrel of my rifle discharged. I 
must confess it was a fool-hardy attempt on my part, and I have 
got out of the scrape much better than I deserved. I received a 
lesson in my early days, which ought to have taught me prudence, 
and made me cautious of attacking anything in the shape of a 
tiger for the rest of my hie." 

" May I ask what that was ? '' inquired Charles, who now began 
to take a deep interest in Mansfield^s anecdotes of jungle warfare. 

''It is a melancholy story, and one which, even now, I cannot 
think of without a feeling of remorse for my folly. But I shall 
tell it you, as it may prove a good lesson, and prevent your being 
guilty of any such rash act, in the commencement of your jungle 
campaign. It happened soon after my arrival in this country, 
when I was yet a boy, and, like all Griffins^ addicted to the vice 
of pot-hunting^ or, as your worthy Uncle emphatically terms it, 
thistle-whipping. 

" One fine morning I was following my usual avocation, 
attended only by a Moorish boy, who had charge of my dogs, — 
a fine game little fellow, about twelve years of age, — and a few 
cockers. The boy and his dogs beat the bushes vigorously; quail 
and partridge were plentiful ; and in spite of my missing every 
second shot, my bag was beginning to fill rapidly. I fancied 
myself a very Nimrod, and continued to load and fire with 
unwearied industry and great delectation. In the midst of our 
sport, a large panther sprang from the bushes; and, strange to 
say, took to flight, followed by my pack of yelping curs, till they 
drove him into a cave, on the side of a rocky hill, at no great 
distance. I had never before seen anything in the shape of a 
tiger, and was struck dumb with astonishment. Not so my little 
Moor boy. He was the son of a famous Shikaree, and although I 
believe he had never seen a tiger any more than myself, he had 
often heard his father talk of his exploits amongst the wild beasts 
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of the forest : he knew me to be a Griffm, and his little heart 
swelled with the proud conscionsness of superior knowledge 
in woodcraft. 

'^ ' Suppose, Master, please/ said he, drawing himself up, and 
assuming an air of immense importance, 'I show Sahih how to 
kill that tiger. I know very well hurrah shikar business.^ 

" In my simplicity I looked upon the daring little imp, who 
talked thus confidently of killing a panther, with a degree of 
respect almost amounting to awe: and, without hesitation, put 
myself under his guidance. 

''According to his directions, I extracted the shot from my 
gun, and reloaded it with some bullets, which I happened to have 
in my pocket. 

'^ ' Now then,' exclaimed my young Shikaree, as he placed me 
behind the shelter of a large stone, directly in front of the cave ! 
' now then, I show Sahib how to make tiger come. Sahib make 
tiger eat plenty balls ; that proper shikar business.' So saying, 
he marched directly up to the entrance of the cave, and began to 
pelt the tiger with stones, abusing him, at the same time, in choice 
Hindostanee slang. 

" Sure enough this did make 'tiger come' with a vengeance. 
The enraged brute, uttering a shrill roar, darted from the cave, 
seized the poor boy by the back of the neck, threw him over his 
shoulder, and dashed down the hill like a thunderbolt. My blood 
curdled at the sight ; but I instinctively fired, and, I suppose, hit 
the beast, for he instantly dropped the boy, who rolled into a dark 
ravine at the foot of the hill. The panther having disappeared in 
the neighbouring jungle, I descended into the ravine to look after 
poor httle ' Kheder.' There he lay, weltering in blood, dreadfully 
mangled, and evidently in a dying state, but still quite sensible. 
The gallant little fellow never uttered a complaint ; but fixing his 
large black eyes steadily on my countenance, as if he could there 
read his fate, asked in a faint tone of voice for some water. I 
was stooping down to collect some in my hat, when I was startled 
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by a surly growl and the noise of some animal snuffing amongst 
the brushwood, which closed over my head, and almost excluded 
the light of day. It was the panther, who had returned. My 
first impulse was to fly, and leave the boy to his fate. But poor 
' Kheder,' seeing my intention, fixed his glassy eyes upon me with 
an imploring look which cut me to the heart, and made me blush 
for very shame. Kneeling by his side, I raised his head, wiped 
the bloody froth from his parched lips, and poured a few drops of 
water down his throat. This appeared to revive him. 

" ^ You have not killed the tiger. Sahib ^ said he, speaking in 
Hindostanee : ' I am sorry for that. I should like to have sent 
his skin to my Father. But you will tell him, Sahil^ that I died 
like a Shikaree, I was not afraid of the tiger : I never cried out 
when I felt his teeth crunching through my bones. No ! I stuck 
my knife in him twice. See ! that is tiger's blood ! ' and his 
glazing eye flashed wildly for a moment, as he held up a bloody 
knife, which he clutched firmly in his right hand. ' My Father 
will be proud to hear this. But my poor Mother will cry much, 
and her heart will turn to water, when she hears that I am dead.' 

'^ And here, for the first time, the hot tears began to trickle 
down his Cheeks. For a few minutes he remained motionless, 
with his eyes closed, and the big drops stealing, slowly and 
silently, through the long silken eye-lashes. But, suddenly 
starting up, with his eyes bursting from their sockets, and gasping 
painfully for breath, he screamed, in a fit of delirium, 

" ' The tiger has seized me again ! — save me. Sahib, save me ! — 
I feel his teeth in my throat ! my breath is stopped ! — ah ! — 
ah ! ' — he gasped like a person drowning, his eyes turned in his 
head till nothing but the white was visible — ^his jaws became firmly 
locked — a cold shudder ran through his limbs — and the gallant 
little ^ Kheder ' fell back in my arras a corpse. 

" I was young then, and unused to witness death ; and that 
scene has made an impression on my mind which will never 
be obliterated. 
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^' All this time the panther continued to pace up and down the 
edge of the ravine, nearly on a level with my head, growling 
fearfully, and, ever and anon, poking his snout into the bushes, 
and snufBng at me, as if debating with himself whether or not he 
should jump down. The bushes were so thick that he could not 
distinguish me through them, and it is to this circumstance that I 
attribute my escape ; for the panther, like the tiger, is a remark- 
ably suspicious animal, and, fearful of a trap, seldom ventures to 
spring upon his prey, if a bush or other impediment intervenes 
between them. 

" For a full hour I remained in tliis dreadful state of suspense ; 
and during that fearful hour, many were the good resolves I made 
against tiger-hunting. But, like many other good resolves, they 
were made only to be broken on the first tempting opportunity. 

" The panther, at last, as if tired of keeping watch, walked 
quietly off; and I escaped to tell the tale, which I trust will prove 
a warning to you. Master Charles, and to all other Griffins who 
may chance to hear it." 

" Eh ! Captain Mansfield, but that^s an awfu' affectin' story," 
exclaimed the Doctor, inhaling an enormous pinch of snuff ; '' the 
death o' that puir bit laddy gar't the tears come into my een, and 
amaist set me greetin'. I wonder, sir, it hasna' had some effect 
in making* you a wee thing mair wiselike. But I'm thinkin' 
you're waur than ever. Od, man, it's just frightsome to see the 
way your een glance, when ony thing comes across you, to set 
your birse up. By your leave, sir, you're just a perfect maniac 
for the time being. As true as death, it gar't me grue to see the 
wild demented look ye had, yon day, when ye gaed into the glen 
after the tigre. What will you do, sir, when ye gang hame, 
whare ye'll hae nae tigres nor wild soos to hunt? Think o' that, 
sir. Od, ye'll no be chancy ! I expect to hear o' your ridin' 
aboot the country wi' a pot-lid on your head like Don Quixote, 
spearin' the puir folks' swine wi' the cook's spit; or maybe 
creepin' up ahint a dike, and t-akin' a shot at a brindled stirk. 
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amang the bushes, in mistake for a tigre. And, noo that I think 
0% Tm no just sure that you'll be able to remain in the ainny. 
Na, sir, you canna' do't. You'U need to sell oot — ^and you'd 
better do't afore ye get amang your Freens and expose yourseF. 
Ye ken, sir, when ye gang hame, the grenadiers 'U get back the 
bearskin caps ; and the smell o' the bear's fur on a hot day 'U raise 
your corruption, and set you demented. Ye'U begin first to snuff 
and snort, the way you did the day when the tigre wadna come out. 
And then you'U cry out to the Commanding (Msher, ^Look out, 
sir ! look out ! — ^the bear's afoot — I smeU him ! ' And then — 
and then — hoot, fie, sir, it 'ill never do ; you maunna gang hame, 
on nae account ; you maun get an exchange, without loss of time. 
If ance ye gang to England, they'll hae you in a straight jacket, 
wi' your head shaved, and spinnin' about in a big creel, hung frae 
the tap o' the room, for a' the world like a rattan in a wire cage, 
afore you're twenty-four hours on shore." 

'^ You be hanged ! " cried Mansfield, unable longer to keep his 
gravity, and bursting into a loud laugh. 

The Doctor grinned mightily at his own conceit, exhibiting a 
set of yellow teeth, which, barring the colour, might have been 
envied by a wolf ; and following the example of Mansfield and 
Charles, spurred his horse into a canter. 

Our friends had, by this time, accompUshed more than half the 
descent; and a remarkable change was already perceptible, not 
only in the temperature of the air, but in the scenery and in the 
natural productions. The cloth dress, which had been found 
necessary in the bracing cUmate. of the hills, now began to feel 
oppressive to the wearer. The rhododendron trees, wild jessamine, 
and high-waving fern, which had hitherto clothed the sides of the 
hills, gave place to stunted bamboo and dwarf palmyra bushes ; 
whilst turtle doves, tookans, parroquets, and other tropical 
birds, unknown on the summit of the hills, began to make 
their appearance. 

As they continued to descend, the heat, and the tropical 
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character of the scenery, gradually increased ; till, at the foot of 
the pass, the road suddenly plunged into the great forest jungle 
which encircles the hills : that wilderness of trees, where the 
stupendous elephant and the prowling tiger have, for ages, held 
undisputed sway. 

Here the tall feathery bamboo, the stately teak, and other large 
trees peculiar to an eastern climate, flourish in all their glory. 
The glare of an Indian sun is suddenly quenched in the deep 
gloom of the forest. The death-like silence of the wilderness 
reigns around. And the confined air of the woods becomes close 
and suffocating. 

Under the shade of a large banian tree, at the entrance of the 
forest, our party found a relay of fresh horses, which had been 
sent on during the night. 

The saddles were quickly transferred to their backs, and, leaving 
their smoking steeds in charge of the horse-keepers, our three 
sportsmen pushed along the rugged path which led into the forest. 

^' Come, jEsculapius,'' cried Mansfield, addressing the Doctor, 
who was beginning to lag behind, and exhibited unequivocal 
symptoms of being somewhat saddle-sick, " that old jade of yours 
will fall asleep under you, unless you make better use of your 
heels. — Give him the spur, man.'' 

" Oich? Hoich?'' grunted the Doctor, as he drove the spurs 
into his long-legged, rawboned Cutch horse, and came shambling 
up to the rest of the party, at a pace which very much resembled 
the action of a dromedary, and must have been about equally 
pleasant to the unfortunate rider. ^' Od, Captain, this is a deevle 
o' a pace ye'r gaun at. Man nor beast is no fit to stand this, at 
least, no withouten leather breeks and tap-boots.'' 

^' Oh ho !" cried Mansfield, laughing, "is that your complaint. 
Doctor ? Sorry for you, my worthy Galen — very sorry indeed — 
nothing so uifpleasant as feeling the want of a pair of leathers 
in a long ride ; but I much fear there is no help for it. We 
have still twenty long miles before us, and unless we make play 
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now, we shall get benighted and lose our way, which in this 
forest would be no joke. Give him his head, man, and 
let him go.^^ 

'* Weel, weeV^ sighed the Doctor; "but just bide a wee till I 
dight my face, and get a pinch out o^ my mull.^^ Here the 
Doctor pulled off his hat, and began to mop his face with a 
snuffy pocket handkerchief. "By your leave, gentlemen, Tm 
just sweetin' like a bull, and my puir beast is no muckle 
better.'' 

" Hark, forward !'' cried Mansfield, giving the reins to his 
horse, after he had allowed the Doctor sufficient time to enjoy a 
hearty pinch of snuff. " Good night to you. Doctor; I suppose 
we shall hear of you in the course of to-morrow, provided the 
tigers or wild elephants do not make free with you during the 
night.'' 

The Doctor, finding there was no help for it, took heart of 
grace, and by dint of plying the spurs vigorously, managed to 
make the old dromedary keep up wonderfully well, although not 
without many a grin, and many an uneasy shifting of his 
seat. 

As they penetrated deeper into the woods, the gloom became 
more intense, and the deep silence of soUtude more imposing. It 
almost inspired them with a feeling of awe. Not a bird, not 
even an insect, was heard. It appeared as if no living thing had 
ever disturbed the soHtude of the primeval forest. And yet there 
were occasional traces of life. The tall rank grass which grew 
up amongst the trees, to the height of ten or twelve feet, was in 
many places trampled down by the wandering herds of wild 
elephants; several recent footmarks of tigers might be traced 
along the sandy path; and once or twice a jungle-dog was seen 
to gUde across the road, with the drooping tail and stealthy pace 
which indicate the prowling savage. 

Here and there an occasional opening in the tree-tops varied 
the monotony of the scene, exhibiting a gorgeous view of the 
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mountains. Their stupendous crags, hanging woods, and spark- 
ling waterfalls, backed by a sky of deeper blue than even Italy 
can boast, formed a striking contrast to the sombre gloom of the 
forest, and made the panting travellers sigh for the fresh mountain 
breezes they had so lately left. 

Mansfield and Charles had just pulled up for a moment to 
admire one of these beautiful glimpses, and to allow the Doctor, 
who had again fallen behind, to come up, when the former, 
casting his eyes upon the ground, discovered a huge snake, a boa- 
constrictor, about twenty feet long, basking amongst the dry 
leaves by the side of the path. 

" Hurra, Doctor ! Hurra ! Screw him along. Here^s a shot 
for you — a piece of shihar quite in your line.'' And Mansfield 
hastily unslung his rifle, which he always carried at his back 
ready loaded. 

" What is't, man ? whatis't?'' cried the Doctor, coming up, 
quite out of breath. 

" See there,'' replied Mansfield, pointing to the snake; ^^what 
do you think of that fellow, Doctor ? Would he not be a fine 
addition to your museum ?" 

" Od's my life, man, but that's a grand beast," exclaimed the 
Doctor, jumping from his horse. "An indubitable boa, and 
longer by six feet than ony specimin I ever met wi'. Gi' us the 
rifle, Captain, gi' us the rifle, till I shoot him : I wouldna' lose 
that specimin for a pund-note." 

" Steady now, Doctor," said Mansfield, handing him the rifle ; 
"let's see you take him in the head." 

" Na, na ! we maunna injure the heed on no account : it would 
spoil him for a specimin," replied the Doctor, firing right and 
left into the snake. 

The balls passed through the body of the enormous reptile 
without apparently doing him much injury : he merely gave a 
convulsive start, and glided rapidly into the jungle. 

" Hark to him. Doctor ! Go it, my sporting JEsculapius ! 
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Never mind the thorns !" shouted Mansfield, laughing till he 
nearly fell from his horse, as the worthy Doctor, in the excitement 
of the moment, dashed through brake and briar in hot pursuit of 
the wounded snake. 

Charles, who had never before seen a boa, was quite as anxious 
as the Doctor to secure the prize. Throwing the reins of his 
horse to Mansfield he sprang to the ground, and joined in the 
chase, shouting aloud, and brandishing a hog-spear which he 
happened to carry in his hand. 

In this manner they followed the snake for some distance, the 
Doctor pounding away with the butt-end of the rifle, and Charles 
striving in vain to transfix him with his spear. At length the 
snake reached the brink of a dry water- course filled with dense 
tangled brushwood, into which he glided. He was just about to 
disappear, when the Doctor, inspired with a desperate fit of 
courage, dashed forward, seized him by the tail, took a turn of it 
round his arm, and throwing himself on his back, with his feet 
firmly planted against a tree, held on like grim death. 

Luckily for the Doctor, the snake was too much disgusted with 
the treatment he had abeady received, or too intent upon making 
liis escape, to think of turning on his pursuers. But his struggles 
were tremendous. He cofled himself round the trees, twisted 
himself into knots, and strained every muscle in his body till they 
were ready to burst through his skin. So great was his strength, 
notwithstanding the severe wounds he had received, that it 
appeared, once or twice, as if the tail must give way or the 
Doctor's arms be torn from their sockets. 

Whilst this struggle was going on, Charles was busily employed 
in reloading the rifle. 

" Haste you, man ! haste you V gasped the Doctor, nearly 
black in the face from over-exertion. "Ods my life, Maister 
Charles, if ye dinna be quick and gie him another shot, he'll waur 
us at the hinder end. He's amaist pou't the airms aff me already. 
Deil be licket, but Tm thinkin' it's the foul Fiend himsel', in his 
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auld disguise, that we hae grippet. Div ye no find nae smell o' 
brimstone about him?'^ 

"1 rather fancy I do/* replied Charles, laughing, as he 
discharged both barrels into the snake. 

Blood gushed copiously from the wounds, and the strength of 
the snake was perceptibly diminished. He suddenly uncoiled 
himself from the trees, and turned round, as if with the intention 
of making an attack. Charles, snatching up the spear, drove it 
through his head, and pinned him to the ground. 

" Hold on now. Doctor,** cried he, leaning his whole weight 
upon the spear to prevent its being withdrawn ; " keep his tail 
fast, so that he may not get a purchase round a tree, and we 
have him.** 

The snake writhed about convulsively, but he was now 
completely paralysed — ^his strength was gone. In a few minutes 
the victory was complete; and Charles and the Doctor returned 
to the road, dragging along their snake in triumph. 

"Bravo, Medico ! Welcome the conquering hero ! So you*ve 
managed to hustle him at last.** And Mansfield laughed heartily 
as the Doctor emerged from the jungle in a perfect fever of heat 
and excitement, his face laced with streaks of blood, which flowed 
from innumerable scratches, and his coat literally torn to shreds. 
" But I see you have not obtained a bloodless victory. Hang it. 
Doctor, you have utterly ruined your beauty. You will not be 
able to show that handsome face of yours among the women for a 
month to come.** 

"Ay, Fm thinkin Fve scarted mysel* a wee,** replied the Doctor, 
wiping the blood and perspiration from his face with the sleeve of 
his coat. "But they*re honourable wounds. Captain. ! man, 
if ye had seen the grand tulzie we had wi* the rampawgin deevle, 
it wad just hae putten ye clean out o* conceit wi* tigre huntin. 
It was the sarest job that ever I put my hand till. But, ! 
Captain, it was grand sport.** 

" I have no doubt it was a very brilliant piece of sAikar" 
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replied Mansfield, smiling. ''But what do you intend to do with 
your game, now that you have secured it?^' 

'' Do wi' it ! Od, man, Fll take him hame, surely. Na, — 
I canna do that either, he's o'er heavy. But Fll just skin him 
where he is, and take the skin wi' me." 

" No, no, my friend ; we can't afford time for that now, the 
sun is just setting. But, as we are only five miles from camp, 
you can easily send out to-morrow morning and have him carried 
home.'' 

The Doctor was reluctantly obliged to agree to this arrange- 
ment, and having carefully concealed the snake, and marked a 
tree to enable him to recognise the spot, the party proceeded. 

Daylight had deserted them before they reached the end of 
their journey. But the full moon had risen, and shed a flood of 
silver light over the picturesque jungle encampment, which 
rejoiced the sight of our wearied travellers, as a sudden opening 
amongst the trees brought them upon a beautiful natural lawn of 
velvet turf embosomed in lofty woods, and sloping gently towards 
the bank of a deep and broad river studded with numerous 
wooded islands. The snow-white tents, glittering in the moon- 
light, — the bullocks and baggage ponies picketed under the 
trees, — ^the numerous fires, and the groupes of natives squatted 
round them, with their dusky features and picturesque dresses, 
brought out in strong relief by the reflection of the flame, formed 
altogether a very striking picture, and lent an air of home and 
comfort to the uninhabited forest. 

Our party were quickly seated in the principal tent, around a 
camp-table sparkling with wax-lights, and groaning under a pro- 
fusion of goodly viands, — amongst which a huge venison pasty, 
and a wild boar's head, shone conspicuous. Good store of claret 
was there also, — ruby bright, cold as the mountain spring. And 
the worthy Doctor's heart leapt for joy, whilst his mouth watered 
at beholding the unexpected luxury and good living afforded by 
an Indian sportsman's camp. 
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Ample justice was done to the feast, and after a moderate 
allowance of wine, — for Mansfield, like all good sportsmen, was 
temperate himself and the cause of temperance in others, — our 
friends retired to rest, prepared to start at daylight on the morrow, 
with clear heads and well-braced nerves, — two things as necessary 
to insure success to the forester as a quick eye and a true rifle. 
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BISON SHOOTING. 

gE left our jni^le encampment glitter 
mg in the moon light The moon 
hath now tet, and the forest is 
shrouded in darkness , but a slight 
tinge of grey m the eastern sky, and 
a damp chill m the morning air, 
uinoimce that daylight is at hind 
The distant roar of the prowling tiger, 
which, at mtervala, "had vexed the 
dull ear of mght," is no longer heard, 
and the silence of the woods is un- 
hroken, save by the melancholy voice of the great homed owl, as 
he flits past, on muffled wing, like an evil spirit retiring before 
the approach of day. Heavy wreaths of grey mist slumber on the 
calm surface of tie river, and all nature is hushed in deep repose. 
The horses, picketed in front of their master's tents, stand dull and 
listless, with drooping heads and slouched ears. And the wearied 
bullocks may be seen reposing in groups, under the shelter of 
the lofty banyan trees. The only beings which appear possessed 
of hfe in the midst of this dreamy scene, are two dnsky figures 
which are brought out in strong rehef by the cheerful blaze of a 
wood fire, over which they are crouching. One is our friend 
Heels, who, carefully wrapped up in his dark cwnbley, is busied 
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in preparing a pot of coffee as a morning draught for the sports- 
men. His companion is a strange wild-looking animal^ and 
deserves a more particular description. 

He is a tall gaunt figure, and perfectly naked, -with the exception 
of a tattered piece of blue cotton cloth, which does duty, but very 
imperfect duty, for a fig leaf. His short woolly hair, flat features, 
and thick lips, betray an African origin ; but his air and manner 
are very different from what we are accustomed to expect in that 
persecuted race. He is a Seedee, a free inhabitant of the trackless 
forest, and displays all the lofty bearing, and dignified self- 
possession, of an independent savage. His woolly pate is 
slightly sprinkled with grey, but his dark piercing eye is full of 
fire, and his limbs still display all the muscular power and elas- 
ticity of youth. He is sitting cross-legged, with a long match- 
lock resting across his knees, and is indulging in the luxury of 
a primitive species of pipe, formed by rolling up a small quantity 
of tobacpo in a green leaf. He observes a dignified silence, and 
is evidently regarding the servile occupation of poor Heels with 
sovereign contempt, as he puffs out huge volumes of smoke, and 
strokes his mustache with a self-complacent air. 

This wild native of the forest had for several years been in the 
habit of attending Mansfield as guide in his hunting excursions, 
and always attached himseK to the camp during his stay in the 
jungles. He had acquired a sufficient knowledge of Hindostanee 
to make himself understood on all ordinary occasions ; and the 
wonderful sagacity, almost amounting to instinct, which he dis- 
played in following up the trail of wild animals, made him an 
invaluable addition to a hunter's camp. He, fully aware of his 
own importance, dignified himseK with the title of Jemmadaty or 
head man of his tribe, and comported himself with becoming 
dignity, never condescending to act as guide to the hunters, 
except when in pursuit of the Bison. 

It requires great skill and perseverance in following up a trail, 
to surprise these animals in their wild haunts ; and some little 
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nerve and presence of mind to attack them with success when 
they are found. 

Kamah, the Jemmadar, was the only man of his tribe who 
could reduce the finding and killing of bison to a certainty, and 
therefore considered the hunting of them a royal sport, worthy of 
his superior talents. But if deer or any inferior game were the 
object of pursuit, his son, a lad about fifteen years of age, was 
deputed to attend ; the old man remarking with a glance of proud 
superiority, « the boy can find deer." 

Mansfield had announced, on the previous evening, that it was 
his intention to seek for bison in the morning; and old ICamah 
was waiting impatiently to lead the sportsmen into the jungle, 
whilst the bison were still feeding and afoot. 

" Hiigh V^ exclaimed he uttering a deep guttural sound, as he 
pushed Heels, and pointed with an impatient gesture towards the 
eastern sky, which was fast brightening into day. 

^^ Hah ! dayhght come V cried Heels, starting up ; ^/ time to 
call Master *!^ and wrapping his cumbUy more tightly around him, 
he glided into the tent to rouse the sleeping sportsmen. 

In a few minutes Mansfield and Charles made their appearance : 
the latter had discarded his green hunting-coat and top-boots, 
and now appeared in a dress better adapted for the jungle ; with 
a hunting-knife in his girdle, a heavy rifle on his shoulder, and all 
the other accoutrements of a well-equipped Shikaree, 

Kamah rose as they approached, and extended his hand to 
salute them witli the air of an equaL 

Charles looked with astonishment at this piece of unwonted 
familiarity on the part of a Native. 

" Allow me,^^ said Mansfield, leading up Charles, and obliging 
him to shake hands with the grinning Savage, " allow me to 
introduce my friend Kamah, the Jemmadar. His appearance is 
certainly not prepossessing, and, like many other illustrious 
characters, it is his pleasure to affect great simplicity in his 
dress " 
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Here Charles could no longer retain his gravity, but burst into 
a fit of laughter, and Mansfield was obliged to bite his lips hard, 
to avoid following his example. 

" But, let me teU you, he is a person of no small importance 
in my camp. He is the best Shikaree, and the stanchest hand at 
following up a trail, in the whole Waliar jungle. He knows 
every haunt of the bison as well as if he had reared them himself. 
But you will be better able to appreciate his extraordinary talents 
when you have seen him at work. In the meantime there are 
just three little cautions which I must beg to impress upon you. 
Always treat him with marked civility ; — never attempt to disturb 
him when following a traH ;— and, above all things, avoid laughing 
at him. He is as gentle as a lamb when well treated ; but his 
savage nature cannot brook an insult, and if once ofifended, his 
revenge is implacable. I have more than once seen the vermin 
grind his teeth, and handle his knife, on very sHght provocation.^' 

This was, of course, said in English, so as not to be understood 
by their savage friend, who stood showing his white teeth, and 
looking very much pleased at the formal manner in which he had 
been introduced, as well as by the accompanying speech, which 
he, no doubt, thought was uttered in his praise. 

'^"Well, JemmadaTy" continued Mansfield, now speaking 
Hindostanee, " can you show us any bison this morning ? " 

The Jemmadar drew himself up to his full height, and assumed 
a lofty air. 

" Can the shepherd of the plain find the pasture-ground of his 
flock ? Does that vulture,^' pointing to a black speck which was 
sailing high about the tree-tops — "does that vulture require a 
guide to lead him to the carcass ? PoUow me : the Jemmadar 
knows where to find the Koolgha!^ 

" Come, Master Charles,^' said Mansfield, as he hastily swallowed 
a cup of coffee ; " shoulder your rifle and march. Our swarthy 
friend is waxing impatient, and if we ruffle the old Pagan's temper 
he will show us no sport to-day.'' 
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Charles promptly obeyed the summons ; and our two sportsmen, 
bringing their rifles to a long trail, followed old Kamah as he 
stalked into the jungle with rapid strides. 

At this early hour, when the morning air is still fresh, and the 
ground sparkling with' dew-drops, the tropical forest seems sud- 
denly to burst into life. The woods resound with the buzzing of 
innumerable insects. The jungle cock and wild pea-fowl are heard 
calling to their mates in wild discordant notes. Chattering troops 
of monkeys frisk amongst the branches overhead, showing their 
white teeth, and making threatening grimaces at the strange 
intruders. The startled deer bound across the open vistas of the 
forest, their bright speckled sides flashing for an instant on the 
sight, and as suddenly disappearing, like passing meteors. Whilst 
wandering herds of bison are now on foot, returning slowly from 
the open glades, where they have pastured during the night, to 
the thick covers of bamboo, under the shades of which they find 
an agreeable shelter from the mid-day sun. 

Having penetrated some distance into the forest, the savage 
guide suddenly slackened his pace, and, making a sign to his 
companions to keep silent, glided on in jfront with the stealthy 
and noiseless tread of a fox, his ears erect to catch the faintest 
sound, and his lynx-like eye rolling from side to side, now peering 
into the dark tangled masses of bamboo, and now roving over the 
ground in search of a fresh track. 

" Now,^' whispered Mansfield, ^'not another word, as you value 
the friendship of the Jemmadar. Step lightly. Avoid as much 
as possible treading on the dry twigs which crackle under foot. 
And mind you do not attempt to fire at any deer which may 
cross your path ; we can get plenty of them at any time ; but 
the report of a rifle, at present, would be death to our hopes of 
finding bison." 

^^ Hugh !" exclaimed their guide, suddenly stopping short, and 
kneeling down to examine more carefully some marks which his 
experienced eye had detected amongst the dry leaves and withered 
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herbage. To the less delicate organs of the European there was 
nothing particular to be observed, but theJemmadarh^ evidently 
made a discovery of importance. After carefully regarding the 
signs he had observed for some time, he arose with a broad grin 
of satisfaction on his swarthy features, and merely uttering the 
word " Koolgha ! " whilst he held up the fingers of both hands, 
to denote the number ten, proceeded with a more rapid step, and 
more confident air, like abound running breast high on the scent. 

" If s all right now,^' whispered Mansfield ; '^ the imp has struck 
upon a fresh trail, and the devil himself cannot throw him out, 
when once he has fairly settled to it ; we may therefore reckon 
with certainty on finding bison at the other end, although it is 
very uncertain how long we may have to foUow it before we come 
up with them.'' 

Charles smiled incredulously at the idea of any one being able 
to follow the track of an animal, for miles, over ground where not 
the slightest vestige of a footmark was visible to ordinary eyes ; 
but, at the same time, expressed a hope that they might succeed. 

" Look here,'' said Mansfield, as they approached a dry water- 
course, where the fresh footmarks of a herd of bison were deeply 
imprinted on the half-baked mud. ^^ You may now satisfy your 
own senses that our guide is on the right scent. Here, you see, 
is the jfresh trail of ten or a dozen bison at least; and one of them 
an old bull, who will show fight, FU be bound for him, and put 
your mettle to the test, my hearty, before you take his scalp. But 
we must push forward, for old Kamah is fuming at this delay." 

After following the trail for some miles, at a rapid pace, the 
Jemmadar became sensible, from certain signs which he observed, 
that the game was not far in advance. He now slackened his 
pace, and, renewing his signal to observe profound silence, began 
to creep along the bed of a small watercourse with great caution 
and circumspection. 

^^ See," whispered Mansfield, as they passed a bank of wet sand, 
where the trail was distinctly visible, and the water, which still 
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continaed to flow into the deeply-indented foot-marks, had not 
yet filled them up — " we are close upon them now. Keep your 
wits about you, my boy, and be ready with your rifle, for the old 
bull is apt to make a charge, with but scanty warning/' 

Every faculty of the sagacious savage was now on the full 
stretch. He crept along with the air of a tiger about to spring 
on his prey : his rolling eye flashed fire ; his wide nostrils were 
distended to the utmost limits, and even his ears appeared to erect 
themselves, like those of a wild animal. Presently he started, 
stopped, and, laying his ear close to the ground, listened atten- 
tively ; then proceeded with more caution than before, stopping 
and listening, from time to time, till at length it became evident, 
from the triumphant beam of satisfaction which lighted up 
his savage features, that he had fully ascertained the position 
of the enemy. 

He now stood erect, cast a prying glance around, to make 
himself master of the locality, held up his hand to ascertain the 
direction of the wind, and, having apparently satisfied himself 
that all was right, motioned to his companions to follow his 
movements. 

Having scrambled cautiously out of the watercourse, he laid 
himself flat upon the ground, and, separating the tangled brush- 
wood with one hand, began to worm his way through it, with the 
gliding motion and subtle cunning of a snake. 

Mansfield and Charles tried to imitate the serpentine motion 
of their savage guide as they best could ; but they found their 
less pliant limbs but ill adapted to this mode of progression, and 
the noise which they occasionally made in forcing their way 
through a thorny bush called forth many an angry frown from 
the Jemmadar. 

Having proceeded in this manner for some hundred yards, they 
suddenly came upon an opening amongst the bushes; and here 
a view burst upon the astonished sight of Charles, which made his 
eyes flash, and sent the blood coursing through his veins like 
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quicksilver. They had gained the edge of a natural clearing in 
the forest^ an open glade about three hundred yards in diameter, 
clothed with rich green herbage, and shaded by gigantic teak 
trees, which surrounded it on all sides, stretching their broad- 
leafed boughs far into the opening. 

In the midst of this a herd of fifteen bison were quietly feeding, 
perfectly unconscious of the near approach of danger. A mighty 
bull, the father of the herd, stalked about amongst the females, 
with the lordly step of a three-tailed bashaw in the midst of his 
seraglio ; his ponderous dewlap imparting an air of grave dignity 
to his appearance, and his sullen eye menacing with destruction 
.he hJ;i» .W da»i .« intmd/upon hi. wooded do,ni*«.. 
But Mansfield had tamed as proud as he, and feared not his glance. 

A grim smile of satisfaction passed over the harsh features of 
the Jemmadar, as he pointed out the stately herd. Then raising 
himself cautiously from amongst the long grass, he posted himself 
behind a large tree, which effectually concealed his person, folded 
his arms across his chest, and, leaning against the stem, remained 
cold, still, and motionless as a bronze statue. Every trace of 
intense excitement which had so lately strung his nerves to the 
highest pitch had passed away ; and he once more resumed the 
stoical, passionless air of the haughty savage. Pointing agam 
towards the bison, he nodded expressively to his companions, as 
much as to say, " I have done my duty ; there is the game; and 
now, gentlemen, let me see what you can do.'' 

Charles, furious with excitement, pitched forward his rifle, and, 
although his hand shook violently, from anxiety, and the exertions 
he had made in scrambling through the brushwood, was about to 
pull the trigger at random, when Mansfield seized his arm with 
the gripe of a blacksmith's vice, and pulled him down amongst 
the long grass. 

^^ Are you mad ?" said he, in a low whisper, ^^ to risk a shot in 
your present state of excitement ? Why, boy, you are panting 
like a broken-winded post-horse, and the barrel of your rifle 
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vibrates like a pendulum ; I suppose you fancy it^s a drove of 
Brirya/ree bullocks we have to deal with. But wait a bit till you 
have seen the charge of a wounded bison^ and I am much mis- 
taken but you'U think twice before you risk another shot with 
an unsteady hand. Here,'' continued he, pulling Charles behind 
the stem of a large tree, " get under cover of this, in the first 
instance ; you wiU find a breastwork somewhat useful before we 
have done. Now then, sit down till you have recovered breath, 
and, in the meantime, put fresh caps upon your rifle : I have 
more than once narrowly escaped death from neglecting this 
precaution.'' 

diaries, having rested for a few minutes, declared his hand to 
be as steady as a rock. 

''Well, then," said Mansfield, rising slowly on one knee, and 
peeping from behind the large knotty stem which sheltered them, 
'' we shall put your steadiness to the test. Take that cow next 
you, and mind you aim for the heart, just behind the bend of the 
elbow ; hit her there, and she is your own : go six inches to the 
right or left, and you must stand by to receive a charge, for 
charge she wiU — and the charge of a wounded bison, let me tell 
you, is no child's play." 

Charle§, now perfectly cool, raised his rifle, took a deliberate 
aim at the nearest bison, and-fired. The enormous brute dropped 
heavily to the ground, and, uttering one deep groan, expired 
without a struggle : the ball had passed through her heart. 

In the excitement of the moment, Charles was about to raise a 
shout of triumph, when Mansfield checked him, and pointing to 
the Jemmadar, who had already laid himself flat amongst the long 
grass, made signs to him to follow his example. 

The herd, startled by the report of the rifle, suddenly raised 
their heads with a loud snort, gazed around them wildly, as if to 
ascertain from whence it proceeded, and trotting up to their 
fallen companion began to snuff at the warm blood. The smell 
of this excited them to a state of frenzy. They galloped round 
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the open space in wild confusion, kicking their heels in the air, 
goring at each other with blind fury, and bellowing fearfully, in 
that deep tremulous tone so expressive of mingled rage and 
fear. Then, suddenly rallying, they slowly approached, in a body, 
to the object of their dread, again snuffed at the blood, and 
again bellowed, and gored, and scampered with more violence 
than ever. 

This wild scene had lasted for some minutes, and Mansfield 
was beginning to fear that, in the course of their evolutions, the 
maddened brutes might stumble on their place of concealment; 
when the Jemmadar, clapping his hands to his mouth, gave 
utterance to a yell so fearfully wild, so like the voice of a fiend, 
that even the hunters started ; and the terrified bison, uttering 
one tremendous roar, dashed into the thickest part of the 
jungle, crashing through the tangled masses of bamboo like a 
whirlwind. 

The old bull alone stood his ground, lashing his sides with his 
tail, tearing up the earth, and bellowing with a voice of thunder 
that made the woods re-echo for miles. 

'' Our friend is very pugnaciously inclined,^' remarked Mans- 
field, indulging in a low chuckle, as he slowly raised his rifle, and 
brought the sight to bear upon the broad forehead of the bull ; 
" we must see if a gentle hint from Clincher will not bring him 
to reason." 

The report of the rifle was followed by a crash, as if the ball 
had struck a plate of iron, and the bull dropped upon his knees 
with a surly growl. 

The Jemmadar, uttering a wild yell, brandished his knife, and 
bounded forward to despatch him, whilst Mansfield, stepping from 
behind the shelter of the tree, cheered on the eager savage with a 
hearty shout. 

But their triumph was premature: the ball had flattened 
against the massive skull of the animal, and merely stunned him, 
without inflicting any serious injury. He had regained his legs 
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before the Jemmadar could reach him ; and now, mad with rage 
and pain, rushed with headlong fury upon old Kamah. 

Quick as thought the active savage darted behind the nearest 
tree, and scrambled into the branches with the agiHty of a monkey. 

The buU, disappointed of his intended victim, turned with 
redoubled fury upon Mansfield. The hardy hunter, weE 
accustomed to such scenes, and confident of his own coolness 
and presence of mind, stood by the side of the tree motionless as 
a statue, his eagle eye steadily fixed upon his mad antagonist, 
and his rifle on full cock, ready to act as occasion might require : 
but the weapon was not raised; he had but one barrel remaining, 
and was determined to reserve it till it could be discharged with 
deadly effect. 

On came the bull, at headlong speed — ^his tail on end, — ^his 
blood-shot eye rolling in the frenzy of madness, — ^his tongue 
lolling far out of his mouth, — and the white foam flying from his 
distended jaws. Mansfield awaited the charge, with perfect 
coolness, till the furious brute was within a few yards of him, 
when, stepping behind the shelter of the tree, he allowed the bull 
to pass in his headlong career, and, as he did so, discharged the 
remaining barrel of his rifle into his shoulder. The wounded 
monster uttered a surly growl, staggered forward about a hundred 
yards, stumbled, and fell heavily. 

Charles, who had been watching Mansfield's movements with 
breathless anxiety, sprang from behind the tree and levelled his 
rifle. Mansfield struck down the barrel before he had time to 
discharge it. 

'' Gently, boy, gently,'^ cried he; ''wait till he is steady; the 
brute is tumbling about like a wounded grampus, and it is a 
hundred to one against hitting him in the right place. Eecollect 
this is onr last shot, and it must not be thrown away rashly .'' As 
he said this the wounded bull regained his legs. " Now, then, 
my boy, be cool; stick close to the tree, and reserve your fire till 
I tell you.'' 
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Mustering his whole remaining strength, the frantic brute 
fixed his glaring eyes upon the hunters, and, lowering his head, 
dashed at them with determined fury. But his shoulder was 
stiff; the Ufe-blood was ebbing fast, and his sight was bewildered. 
He stumbled over the trunk of a fallen tree — ^made one desperate 
plunge forward — his wounded shoulder failed him — and he rolled 
over at their feet, making the earth tremble under his enormous 
weight. 

"Now, then,'' shouted Mansfield, "at him, before he can 
recover his legs. One shot behind the horns, and we have him." 

A peal of fiendish laughter followed the report of Charles's 
rifle, and next instant old Kamah was seen clinging to the 
prostrate body of the bull, and clutching the hilt of a long 
hunting-knife, which was buried in his heart. 

" He was a gallant brute," said Mansfield, dropping the butt- 
end of his rifle to the ground, and wiping the big drops of 
perspiration from his forehead. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

BBAR SHO0TIN&. — THE HTJNTER's CAMP, ETC. 

4 OW great a cliauge has taken place 
since the hunters first entered the 
forest! The aun is now high in 
the heavens; the fresh morning 
breeze has died away, giving place 
to a close aufl'ocating, steamy air ; 
and all nature seems to be over- 
powered by the approaching snid- 
day heat. The stillness of death 
pervades the woods which so lately 
swarmed with life. Not a sound 
is heard to break the solemn silence, save, at long intervals, the 
tap of the solitary woodpecker, or the dismal wailing cry of the 
grey monkey, which, heard from a distance, echoing among the 
hollow arches of the forest, sounds almost unearthly, and, to a 
superstitious mind, would suggest the idea of some evil spirit of 
the woods, denouncing woe on the rash intruders whose footsteps 
have dajed to violate the awful solitude of the wilderness. 

Bat we cannot attempt to describe the feelings of wonder and 
admiration almost amounting to awe, the wild spirit of romance, 
the ardent love of adventure, with which, in our younger days, 
we have wandered through the pathless forest, and listened with 
rapture to the wild voices of the v^ds, as a lover to the soft 
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sigh of his mistress. No : these feelings are not to be described, 
nor can they be understood, save by one who has wandered 
through the trackless wilds of an Indian forest, with no com- 
panion but his trusty rifle, no guide to direct his steps but the 
fiery sun which scorches the tree-tops — by one who has seen the 
prowling tiger cross his solitary path, and stood, silent and alone, 
over the prostrate carcass of the vanquished bison. 

We must, therefore, leave our readers to imagine, as they best 
may, the ideas which are flitting through the brain of our friend 
Charles, as he sits upon the trunk of that fallen tree, with his 
head resting on his hand, and gazing vacantly into the dark vista 
of the forest which lies in front of him. His head is evidently 
fall of poetry; he may be composing verses, for aught we know, 
or perhaps he is only admiring the dancing of the sunbeams, 
which, streaming through the thick foliage in threads of goldep 
light, chequer the earth with bright fantastic gleams; whilst, 
over head, the polished green leaves sparkle like emeralds amidst 
the surrounding gloom. At all events, he is indulging in a day- 
dream of some sort, and whether the subject thereof be sun-beams 
or ladies^ eyes is no business of ours. 

Mansfield is reposing at full length upon the grass, smoking a- 
cheroot, and amusing himself by making a sketch of the fallen 
bison — ^for he is a naturalist as well as a sportsman, and always 
preserves drawings of rare animals, or specimens of an unusual 
size which he may happen to meet with. 

The Jemmadar is squatt/cd at the root of a tree, with his knees 
doubled up to his chin, pufiing out huge volumes of smoke, and 
apparently unconscious of what is passing around him — ^for his 
eyes are half closed, every muscle is relaxed, and his attitude is 
altogether one of dreamy, listless idleness. — But it is only the 
repose of the tiger in ambush : every faculty is on the full stretch ; 
not a sound falls unheeded on his watchful ear; and, from time 
to time, his breathing is checked and his wide nostrils distended, 
as if he depended as much on the sense of smell as on any other 
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faculty^ for obtaining that information of approaching danger so 
necessary to the safety of a wandering savage. 

'^A splendid specimen, indeed!'' muttered Mansfield, solilo- 
quising, as he carefully measured off a tape with which he had 
previously taken the dimensions of the bull. '' Two ftdl inches 
higher than any one I have ever met with — and I have seen a 
few too. We must take a note of this. Let me see — what 
day ? — ay, fifteenth May — WaKar Jungle — geniia Bo9 — ^variety -Be?* 
Gaurus — ^rare animal — ^history very imperfectly known. — Mem. 
Took him up in Cuvier — ^large male — ^height at the shoulder six 
feet four — ^length from nose to insertion of tail, eleven feet — girth 
of fore-arm, two feet eight — girth of ^* 

'^ Sunho Sakib!" exclaimed the Jemmadar, suddenly starting 
from his indolent position, and stretching forward his neck, as if 
listening attentively to some soimd which was not audible to his 
companions. 

'^ Halloo, old fellow ! what's in the wind now ?" cried Mans- 
field, throwing down his note-book, and grasping his rifle. 

The Jemmadar returned no answer, but continued to listen 
attentively for a repetition of the sound which had at first arrested 
his attention ; at length, having apparently satisfied himself as to 
its nature, and the quarter from whence it proceeded, he quietly 
relapsed into his listless attitude, merely uttering the word 
''Reenchr 

"A bear!" cried Mansfield, hastily shoving his sketching 
inaterials into his pocket. ^' Come, Charles, my boy, we must 
have his hide before we go to breakfast, hot though it be. What 
say you?" 

'' By all manner of means," cried Charles, starting to his feet 
and shouldering his rifle ; " never mind the heat : Tm up to any 
thing after that brush with the bison ; regularly savage ; ^ fit to 
wap my weight in wild cats,' as the Yankees say ; so hurrah ! 
and at him. Of course our friend Kamah can ferret him out : I 
shall never presume to doubt his powers in that way again, after 
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witnessing the masterly style in which he brought us up to 
the bison/' 

" You may see by the quiet expression of the old Pagan's 
features that he has no doubt upon that head himself,'' replied 
Mansfield ; ^' but I shall just ask him the question, that we may 
hear what answer he will make. Here, Jemmadar ; you heard a 
bear just now ?" 
''Ho, Sahib r 

'' Shall we be able to get a shot at him, think you ?" 
'' If it is the SaAWs pleasure to do so. But, for my part, I 
have no quarrel with the bear, for although he does steal a little 
honey, there is- plenty in these woods for both of us." 

''Oh ! that is a very good excuse/' said Mansfield, winking to 
Charles : '' the Jemmadar talks like an old woman ; he does not 
know where to find the bear, and wants to put us off by saying 
he has no quarrel with him." 

'' Does the Sahii laugh at the beard of old Kamah ?'* replied 
the savage, with an air of offended dignity. '' Is the Jemmadar 
a dog, that he should eat dirt, or is the Sahib a child, not to know 
that where the wild bee hangs her nest, there will the bear be 
also ? Go, Sahib, — ^try to throw dust in the eyes of the Topee 
Wallahs"* So saying, the Jemmadar turned on his heel, and 
walked off with a sullen dogged air. 

'' So much for good example 1" cried Charles, bursting into a 
triumphant laugh. '' Do you recoUect your good advice to me ? 
' Mind you always treat him with the utmost respect ! Never 
interfere with him in following up a trail ! And, above aU things, 
avoid laughing at him I !' Ha t ha ! ha 1 capital ! I take it, 
my worthy preceptor has got himself into a scrape, and will find 
that the Jemmadar has turned the joke against him." 

'' Faith, you may say that," repUed Mansfield, with rather a 
blank look ; " I have fairly set the old devil's bristles up, and it 

* Topee Wallahs — Literally, men who wear hats — Europeans. 

H 2 
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will be no easy matter to smooth them down again ; however, I 
must try to coax the vermin into good humour, else, the chances 
are he will start off and leave us to find our way out of the jungle 
as we best can : in which case our stomachs are likely to be better 
acquainted with wild berries than hashed venison for the next two 
or three days, as I know to my cost. I lost myself in this forest 
once before, and have no fancy to repeat the experiment.'^ 

So saying, Mansfield followed the sulky steps of the Jemmadar, 
in hopes of bringing him to reason, whilst Charles, whose inward 
man was beginning to wax somewhat importunate for food, and 
who, consequently, did not altogether reKsh the idea of a few 
days' ruralising in the forest on such primitive fare as wild fruits 
and muddy water, watched the progress of the conference with no 
small interest. 

The Jemmadar was at first implacable; but Mansfield had 
luckily great influence over him, and, after a long palaver, at 
length succeeded in pacifying him. A hearty pull out of the 
brandy flask, which Mansfield always carried in his pocket, but 
only to be used in cases of emergency, completely restored old 
Kamah to good humour. His harsh features gradually relaxed 
into a broad grin, as he felt the generous liquor warm his heart, 
and extending his bony hand to Mansfield, with an important and 
somewhat patronising air, said — 

^^ There is peace between us. — Upon my eyes be it ! the bear 
shall be made to eat the Sahil/s bullets.'' 

Peace being thus happily restored, no time was lost in proceed- 
ing to business. The Jemmadar led the way, as usual ; advancing 
directly into the thickest part of the jungle, and occasionally 
breaking a small branch from the trees, or tying a knot in the 
long grass to serve as landmarks in guiding him back to the spot 
where they had killed the bison. 

^' Dekho, Sahib .'" exclaimed Kamah, with a broad grin, as they 
emerged from a thicket of bamboo, and came upon an open space 
in the forest, in the centre of which stood a teak-tree of gigantic 
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proportions. " That is the sort of bait to catch bears j the Sahtb 
will know it when he sees it again.'' And the old villain chuckled 
mightily at his own wit, as he pointed to the topmost branches^ 
from whence depended huge semicircular masses of honeycomb 
several feet in depth, which looked as if it must have required 
the united labour of many successive generations of bees to have 
constructed them. 

" There/' said Mansfield, pointing to the stem of the tree, the 
bark of which, aB high as the branches, was much scratched and 
torn, as if by the claw of some animal ; '' there are Master Bruin's 
marks pretty distinctly visible, and, from the number of them> 
I should guess he is tolerably punctual in his visits to th^ 
Jem^nadaT^s honeycombs." 

" Savrniee,' whispered the Jemmadar, creeping close up td 
Mansfield, and touching him on the shoulder ; " Bekho, Sahib," 
and he pointed eagerly towards the top of the tree. 

Mansfield followed with his eye the direction indicated ; and 
there, in the midst of a dense mass of foliage, a small patch of 
black fur was faintly visible. 

" That's our friend, by all that's beautiful ! " cried he, rubbing 
his hands. "Here, Charley, my boy I do you take the first 
shot, and let us see how cleverly you can knock him off his 
perch." 

" Where is he ? " asked Charles, looking up, and shading his 
eyes with his hand. " I can see nothing." 

" There, among that thick mass of leaves at the very top of the 
tree : do you not observe a small black spot ?" 

"Ay, ay; now I have it." 

Charles raised his rifle slowly and fired. The bear remained 
motionless, and the sharp rattle of the bullet as it crashed through 
the branches left no doubt that it had missed its object. 

" Below him," said Mansfield, with great composure, at the 
same time raising his rifie and firing quickly. This shot wad 
answered by a deep growl, and a convulsive start on the part of 
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the bear^ but he still remained motionless^ and showed no symptoms 
of being wounded. 

''Another miss V^ cried Charles, in great glee. '' Fve still a 
chance to draw first blood, after all — Hurra ! " 

'' By the beard of the Prophet ! I believe you are right/^ said 
Mansfield, regarding his rifle with a look of astonishment, such 
as a keeper might be expected to bestow on a favourite pointer 
who had suddenly taken a fancy to running in to birds, instead 
of dropping at shot. '' And yet I can hardly believe that Clincher 
would make such an egregious mistake either. I had full six 
square inches of black fur to fire at, and the range is not above 
seventy yards. Well, never mind ; better luck next time. But, 
in the meantime, we must get right under the tree to have a view 
of him, for I see he has shifted his position. That shot was too 
near to be pleasant, whether it hit him or not. Ha ! what's 
this?'' continued Mansfield, as he looked upwards from the 
root of the tree, and felt a large warm drop fall upon his fore- 
head. " Blood, as I live ! and plenty of it, too. See, it comes 
pattering down amongst the dry leaves like rain. I thought 
Clincher would hardly play me such a trick as to miss at that 
distance." 

As he said this, a rustUng was heard in the branches overhead, 
and the bear, sliding from the branch on which he was perched, 
began slowly and cautiously to descend the tree, turning his head 
from side to side, showing his teeth in a threatening manner, 
and growling fiercely at his assailants. 

Charles raised his piece, and was about to fire. 

''Hold !" cried Mansfield, as he busied himself in reloading 
the barrel of his rifle, which had been discharged. " Fair play, 
fair play; don't take an ungentlemanlike advantage of poor 
Bruin ; he is a gallant feUow to think of showing fight against 
such odds ; and it is but common civility to let him reach the 
ground before we proceed to further hostilities. You shall have 
the first round with him if you only keep quiet, and let him 
get down." 
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Charles lowered his rifle, and stood watching the clumsy 
progress of the bear with great interest. The poor brute had 
evidently received a severe wound, and moved with great pain 
and dif&culty. Paster and faster pattered the large drops, 
forming a crimson pool at the foot of the tree. The growl of 
defiance was changed te a faint moaning cry, half stifled by the 
blood which now bubbled copiously from his distended jaws ; the 
faintness of death was upon him; he no longer attempted to 
descend, but clasping his fore-paws firmly round a projecting 
branch, held on with convulsive energy. 

'^ It^s all over with him,'' said Mansfield. '^ Give the poor 
brute another shot, and put him out of pain.'' 

Charles instantly fired: one deep groan was heard; slowly 
and reluctantly the gigantic fore-paws relaxed their hold. 

" Stand from under," shouted Mansfield : and next moment 
the enormous black mass descended to the earth with a velocity 
that made it rebound several feet, effectually extinguishing any 
spark of life which might have remained. 

''A most inglorious victory," said Mansfield, returning his 
ramrod with an impatient jerk. **But the skin is a good one, 
which is all that can be said in favour of our exploit. And now, 
methinks, we had best wend our way homewards, for we are full 
four miles from camp, and the heat is enough to fry one's brains 
into an omelette." 

^' To say nothing of the want of breakfast^" continued Charles, 
whose mouth watered at the very mention of an omelette. '^ I 
feel as empty as a kettle-drum, and hungry enough to eat the 
hind leg of a donkey without salt — Allons, mon Capitaine*' 

" "Will the SaAib not kill another bear?" asked the Jemmadar^ 
with a knowing look, as the two sportsmen were about to move off. 

" To be sure we will," exclaimed both the young men in a 
breath, "if you will only find him for us." 

" Kamak can find him," repUed the savage, with a confident 
air. " FoUow me." 
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The Jemmadar spoke thus assuredly, from having remarked 
that the dead bear was a male, and knowing that, if he followed 
the trail backwards, there was little doubt that it would lead him 
to the hiding-place of the female and her cubs. 

As good luck would have it, the trail led them in the direction 
of the camp— a circumstance which induced our two sportsmen 
to follow the rapid strides of their conductor with double alacrity. 
After pursuing a tortuous course, through an almost impenetrable 
jungle, for upwards of a mUe, the trail suddenly ceased on the 
edge of a small muddy stream, the opposite bank of which rose to 
a considerable height, and was composed of huge splintered 
masses of rock piled one upon another in wild confusion. 

''We are not far from her now,'' said Mansfield, cocking both 
barrels of his rifle, and throwing it across his aim, ready to be 
used at a moment's notice, whilst old Kamah waded across the 
stream, and hunted about, like a hound at fault, in hopes 
of finding a continuation of the trail amongst the bare rocks ; 
but their hard surface afforded no vestige of footmarks, even 
to the experienced eye of the savage. 

The indefatigable Kamah had climbed more than half way up 
the rocky bank, hunting with the eagerness of a terrier, and 
poking his nose into every crevice which afforded the slightest 
probability of concealing a bear, when, on turning the angle of a 
rock, he suddenly started back, and beckoned, with eager 
gestures, for Mansfield to come across. 

At this moment a terrific growl was heard. The Jemmadar y 
casting a hasty glance over his shoulder, sprang, without 
hesitation, from the dizzy height into the bed of the stream, and 
erei he reached the water the infuriated bear appeared upon the 
very ledge of rock which he had quitted, giving vent to her 
impotent rage in a prolonged roar, and glaring with the 
malignant eye of a baffled fiend on the intended victim who had 
so narrowly escaped her jaws. 

Quick as thought, Mansfield discharged his unerring rifle, and 
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the bear, rearing up to her full height, rolled headlong down the 
rocky steep, falling right over poor KamaA, who had not yet had 
time to scramble out of the water. 

The Jemmadar had hardly uttered a yell of astonishment, when 
he found himself firmly clasped in the deadly embrace of the 
bear, and felt her hot breath blowing upon his cheek. Twisting 
his body round, with the agility of a wild cat, he avoided the first 
grasp which she made at his head ; and knowing full well that he 
had nothing else for it, thrust his naked arm, without hesitation, 
between her extended jaws, seizing the root of her tongue, with 
the desperate gripe of a man who is determined that nothing but 
death shall force him to quit his hold. A deadly struggle now 
ensued ; the two combatants, each equally savage in their own 
way, rdUing over and over, and struggling, like two incarnate 
fiends, in the midst of the muddy stream, now crimsoned by the 
blood which flowed copiously from the wounded bear. And it 
was well for the Jemmadar that she had been wounded, else the 
contest would have been speedily ended. Mansfield stood for 
some time anxiously watching their movements, with his fore- 
finger resting on the trigger of his rifle, in hopes that some lucky 
turn might give him an opportunity of firing into the bear : and 
more than once the weapon was raised to his shoulder ; but so 
quick were their evolutions, that he did not dare to risk a shot. 
Por an instant the shaggy hide of the bear appeared on the 
surface; and ere it could be weU distinguished, its place was 
supplied by the dusky figure of the savage, his teeth firmly 
clenched, every sinew in his wiry frame strained almost to 
cracking, and his blood-shot eyes starting from their sockets, in 
consequence of the dreadful pressure he endured. 

^' This will never do,'' exclaimed Mansfield, hastily throwing 
down his rifle, and preparing to plunge into the water; but ere 
he could do so, the blade of old Kamah'a hunting-knife was seen 
to flash in the sun, and next moment he started to his feet, with 
a savage yell of triumph, flourishing the blood-stained weapon. 
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round his head^ whilst the lifeless body of the bear floated slowly 
down the stream — ^he had just withdrawn it from her heart. 

''It was my fate/^ said the Jemmadar, casting a rueful glance 
at his arm^ which was a good deal mangled by the teeth of the 
bear^ although^ in her wounded state^ she had not been able to 
exert sufficient strength to break the bones : ''it was my fate ;" 
and consoling himself with this reflection, he proceeded to bind 
up his wounds with a pocket-handkerchief which Charles had 
given him. . 

"She must have cubs hereabouts/' remarked Mansfield to 
Charles, after they had dragged the body of the bear from the 
stream, and laid it on the bank; "she must have cubs hereabouts/' 
else she would never have made such a desperate attack as she 
did on the Jemmadar. What say you, Kamah-^^JiQ there not 
young ones in the cave ?'' 

The Sahib hath spoken wisdom/' replied the Jemmadar; 
"there are doubtless young bears in the cave — the young devils, 
the children of an accursed dam, shall not escape my knife !" So 
saying, and grinding his teeth, the revengeful savage clutched the 
hilt of his hunting-knife with a determined grasp. 

"No, no. Master KanwJil^ cried Charles, checking him; "you 
shall not kill the poor little wretches. I want a young bear par- 
ticularly; and I am sure our friend the Doctor would give his ears 
for one. We must take them alive, and carry them into camp." 

This measure having been carried, after some opposition from 
the Jemmadar^ he was persuaded to go back to the cave to secure 
the cubs. He soon returned with two little misshapen snarling 
imps, about the size of terrier dogs, one of which he carried by 
the nape of the neck in his hand, whilst the other was secured 
under his arm; and many were the maledictions he bestowed 
upon them, as they struggled, and scratched, and writhed about, 
in their vain attempts to free themselves from his iron grasp. 

The cubs having been properly secured, and one of them 
committed to the care of Charles — ^for the ^ooi Jemmadar, with 
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his wounded arm, found his two unruly protegees rather mora 
than he could manage — the party moved off towards their camp^ 
with all the speed which ravenous hunger and the prospect of a 
good breakfast could inspire. 

An hour's scrambling through dense jungle, where the heat and 
want of air was almost suffocating, brought them in sight of the 
camp ; and poor Charles, now nearly fainting from hunger and 
fatigue, felt most devoutly thankful as the cheerful scene opened 
to his view — a scene which formed so striking a contrast to the 
silent gloom of the forest, giving promise of rest, good cheer, and 
shelter from the merciless rays of a tropical sun. 

The white canvass roofs of the tents, sparkling in the sunbeams, 
and standing out in bold relief against a dark background of 
forest-trees, looked the very picture of comfort ; and the bustle 
which took place amongst the native servants, as soon as their 
masters appeared in sight, showed that they anticipated a hasty 
order for the substantial breakfast which had long awaited 
their arrival. 

Under the shade of a widely-spreading banyan tree, numerous 
fires sent up their thin spiral columns of blue smoke into the 
clear atmosphere, indicating the speedy preparation of the mid-day 
meal of the camp-foUowers, who, enjoying the luxury of a da/s 
relaxation from labour, might be seen swimming, diving, and 
floundering about in the cool stream of the river, like a flock of 
wild fowl. The wives of the horsekeepers, in their picturesque 
and gaudy-coloured dresses, squatted in groups around their fires, 
carefully watching the earthen vessels, which contained their frugal 
mess of rice ; whilst their husbands busied themselves in pouring 
out and cooling the grav/iy previous to giving it to the noble- 
looking Arab horses, which, picketed at a short distance, neighed 
and paw^d the ground with impatient eagerness. Groups of 
bullocks and baggage-ponies strayed about amongst the trees, 
luxuriating in the rich herbage which the natural lawn afforded; 
and, in the foreground; in the shallow part of the river, the huge 
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baggage-elephant lay extended, at fall length, like an eastern 
potentate in his bath, flapping his ponderous ears, and lazily 
splashing the water about with his trunk; whilst the Mahout, 
kneeling on the top of his unwieldy charge, diligently scrubbed 
the dark-poUshed hide of the animal with a rough piece of free- 
stone — a species of shampooing which old " Anack" seemed to 
enjoy mightily, ever and anon expressing his approbation thereof 
by a complacent grunt, and a more vigorous flap with his ears. 

As our party neared the tents, their ears were assailed by the 
harsh tones of the Doctor's voice, loud in wrath. 

'* Te d — d long fushionless gowk, wiU ye no hand yer grip ? *' 
were the flrst words which 'reached their ears. " Od's my hfe, 
man, can ye no baud on, by the tail, till I pu' the skin o'r his 
head? If ye let go again, and gar me spoil the specimin, Fll 
ding the life out o' ye, ye soft sumph ! " 

'' Suppose master cut off my head, I never can do this business,^' 
replied the squeaking voice of Heels, in a tone of remonstrance. 
'^ I poor Matee boy. — Master too muchee strong — snake's tail too 
muchee large — too muchee fat — ^too muchee shppery make — ^how 
can poor black fellow hold him grip ? '' 

'^ Weel, then, gie me the tail, and tak' ye baud o' the skin, ye 
poor fushionless cat ; and mind ye dinna rive it, or, as fac' as 
death, Fll burke you, and make an anatomical preparation o' your 
wizen'd carcage.'' 

" Hurra ! and walk away with it, my hearties ! Pull Doctor, 
pull devil ! '' shouted Mansfield, clapping his hands, and laughing 
tiU his sides ached, as he entered the tent, and discovered the 
Doctor, his gaunt figure very scantily clad in a dirty shirt and a 
pair of mosquito drawers, holding on, as if his life depended upon 
it, by the tail of the huge snake he had killed the evening before ; 
his face the colour of a frosty moon, and the big drops of 
perspiration streaming from his forehead ; whilst Heels, grinning 
like an insane baboon, panted, and strained, and tugged at the 
iskin, which he was attempting to strip off like that of an eel. As 
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I the DocWs evil genius would have it, the tail at this moment 
slipped through his hands, and he and his black assistant, falling 
backwards with a violence proportioned to the tremendous 
exertions they had been maldng, rolled, head over heels, to 
opposite sides of the tent. This was too much even for the 
[stoical gravity of the Jemmadar, who opening his leathern jaws, 

\ Hand displaying his formidable array of snow-white teeth, gave 
1 ijvent to an eldrich laugh, which completely drowned the less 
1 jiboisterous mirth of his European companions. 

" What, in the name of the foul fiend, gars ye laugh that gait, 
ye black Pagan ? " cried the Doctor, sitting up on the ground, 
Jgrinning like an ogre, and rubbing the lower part of his back with 
Ija ludicrous expression of mingled pain and chagrin. 

II '^ O, ay, laugh away ; — it^s grand sport for you, nae doot ; but, 
I J by my troth, if you had gotten sic a lick on the os-coccygis as I got 

the noo, Tm thinking it would gar ye laugh the wrang side o' 
your mouth; and, faith, it's wi' the wrang side o'your mouth Fll 
gar ye laugh yet, if ance I get a grip o' ye. As true as Pm 
leevin, I think it's knockit off a'thegither,'' continued the Doctor, 
feeling the injured part with great delicacy of touch. 

" O, the devil a fear of it, Doctor ! " said Mansfield, assisting 
him to rise ; " your bones are not so easily broken as all that comes 
to. Get up, man, and shake yourself; Pve got a patient for you. 
Poor Kamah has been somewhat roughly handled by a bear, 
and wants a little of your professional aid to put him to 
rights.'' 

" Grippit by a bear ! " cried the Doctor, starting to his feet 
with alacrity, his love for a surgical operation completely getting 
the better of his angry feelings. ^' Odd ! but that will be an 
interesting case. Come here, my man, and let me examine you ; 
tak' that clout off your arm — dinna be feared, Fll no hae recourse 
to amputation if it can possibly be avoided. But, at the same 
time, it may be prudent to hae the tools ready, in case they should 
be required." So saying, the Doctor rummaged out his travelling- 



110 THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

case of instruments, which he unrolled and ostentatiously laid 
upon the table, flanked by the usual accompaniment of sponge, 
water, lint, bandages, &c. ''Noo,,then,^' said he, tucking up his 
sleeves, and looking very formidably business-like, after he had 
felt the edge of his various instruments, and tried them upon the 
palm of his hand to see if they were in good order ; ^' sit doon 
here, my man, and let me examine the wounds. You needna be 
the least alarmed.'^ 

The JemmadaTy who had attentively watched the Doctor's 
proceedings, and evidently did not at all relish the aspect of 
affairs, bounded back as the Doctor approached, and, glaring at 
him with the eye of a tiger at bay, clutched the hilt of his 
hunting-knife. 

"The deeviFs in the blood-thirsty Pagan!'' exclaimed the 
Doctor, perfectly aghast. " Is it gaun to stick me ye are ? Weel, 
weel, tak' your ain way o't," continued he, seeing the Jemmadar 
looked more and more savage. " Tak' yere ain gait. — ^Dee and 
be d — d, — for dee ye will. — ^The limb '11 mortify, ye donnert auld 
deevil, — that'll be the upshot o't : and a dismal ill-far'd corp ye '11 
mak' when ye're strekit." 

So saying, the Doctor turned away, and proceeded to pack up 
his rejected instruments. 

The obnoxious apparatus having been removed, Mansfield 
succeeded in explaining to the Jemmadar that the Doctor's 
intentions were quite harmless ; and having, after some trouble, 
pacified the enraged practitioner, the wounded arm was at length 
unbound, and the Doctor — grumbling, however, a good deal as 
he did so — ^proceeded to examine the wounds. 

" Humph ! " said the Doctor, putting on his spectacles, taking 
a pinch of snuff, and assuming an air of profound wisdom. " Ye'll 
condescend to avail yourself of my professional knowledge noo, 
''rill ye, ye poor benighted Pagan ? Od, it's weel for you that 
you hae sic an easy-tempered man to deal wi' ; mony a ane would 
have seen ye far enough afore they would hae been at the fash o' 
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patching up yer greasy black hide. Whisht, ye cankered deevil, 
and dinna be giming that gait. — Faith, if I hae occasion to handle 
the tools, m gie ye something to gim for, my man I I tell't ye, 
Fd gar ye laugh the wrang side o^ yere mouth afore I was done wi' 
ye. — Od, but she^s gi^en ye gay sair churt, though,'^ continued 
the Doctor, as he spunged away the clotted blood. ^^ Thae lacerated 
punctures are bad things, and ill to heal ; but I believe there's nae 
banes broken, and, I dare say, if mortification does na ensue, we 
may manage to save the limb, although mony a ane would whip it 
off at ance, just to save trouble.^' 

Having thus made out the worst case he possibly could, the 
Doctor proceeded to wash and clean the wounds, which, after all, 
were not of so serious a nature as he wished his friends to believe ; 
and having bound up the arm with some simple dressing, and 
suspended it in a sling, the Jemmadar was allowed to retire, 
evidently delighted at having escaped so easily out of the 
Doctor's clutches. 

"And now,'' said Mansfield, addressing the Doctor, ''if you 
will be good enough to remove that half-skinned snake, which is 
an object not at all calculated to improve one's appetite, we will to 
breakfast. I feel as ravenous as a ground shark; and I see 
. Master Charles is already making play with his knife and fork, so 
it is time to look out for our share of the rations. I suppose. 
Doctor, you have had your breakfast long ago ? " 

" Ay," replied the Doctor, casting an amorous glance at the 
goodly viands which loaded the table, as he assisted Heels in 
removing the snake — ''Ay, I got a bit chack, twa hours sin' 
syne ; but I'm gay weel apeteezed again ; I'm thinkin' I'U just 
sit doon and pick another wee bit for company sake. We'll 
ca' it lunch." 

So saying, and wiping his greasy hands in his shirt-sleeves, the 
Doctor fell to work ; and the unwearied industry with which he 
plied his jaws proved that " the bit chack, twa hours syne," had 
done but little towards damping his appetite. — Nor were his 
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companions backward in the fray. Hashed venison, curry, 
omelette, fresh fish from the river, huge bowls of tea, and goblets 
of cool claret, disappeared as if by magic. In short, it was a 
regular hunter's breakfast ; and, by my troth, there was no lack 
either of appetite or inclination, on the part of the hunters, to do 
it ample justice. 

''The Lord be thankit for a' his mercies!" murmured the 
Doctor, at length, throwing himself back in his chair, patting his 
stomach complacently, and proceeding to light a cigar, which he 
said was good for digestion — " Fm as foo' as a partan." 

The Doctor had lighted his cigar, and was sitting, with half- 
closed eyes, allowing the smoke to escape in thin spiral columns 
from the comer of his mouth, and thinking what a pity it is that 
man's gastronomic powers are limited, when he was startled from 
his reverie by a low whining cry behind him. 

'' What's that ? " cried he, turning hastily round in his chair, 
and discovering the two young bears, who, having been left to 
their own devices, had crept away and tried to conceal themselves 
in a remote corner of the tent. " What'na twa queer black things 
js yon, rowin aboot in that dark corner, for a' the world like twa 
young imps o' Satan ? My certie, they'r no' very cnnny like. I 
wadna say but what they'r twa famiUar spirits belonging to 
that deevil the Jemmddar. I aye thought he lookit gay like 
a warlock." 

'' No ; they are my familiar spirits," cried Charles, jumping 
up, and proceeding to lug the reluctant little savages into the 
middle of the tent. I had quite forgotten the unfortunate imps, 
who must be as much in want of food as we were." 

'' Od's my life, they'r bears ! " cried the Doctor, in great 
delight ; " TJrsm labiatus — grand specimins, and just the right 
pize to make pets o' — whar did ye get them ? " 

'' We caught them in a cave, after having killed their mother," 
replied Charles ; ''And I thought they would be well worth the 
Jarouble of carrying home. I intend one of them as a present 
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to you. Doctor, if you think it worthy of acceptance : so you may 
take your choice/' 

'^ Warthy o' acceptance ! Od, Maister Charles, I wadna' tak' a 
five-pund note for ane o' them. Fm muckle indebted to you 
indeed, sir. Come here to me, ye poor wee hairy tyke,'' continued 
the Doctor, putting on his most insinuating look, snapping his 
fingers, and holding out a saucer of milk towards one of the young 
bears. ''Come here to me, and Til gie you a sup o' milk. I'm 
sure your mammy did nae gie ye ony breakfast this morning, for 
ye look awfu' hungered-like ; " but the unmannerly cub turned a 
deaf ear to the Doctor's gentle importunities. "Hoot, man, 
come here ; what gars ye look sae dooms stupid-like ? div ye no 
ken the smell o' sweet milk ? " 

So saying, the Doctor seized the sulky little brute by the nape 
of the neck, placed him on his knee, and shoving his nose into 
the saucer, attempted to make him drink, whether he would or 
not. This was an insult which the independent spirit of young 
Bruin could not brook; and, accordingly, he made a most 
determined resistance— growling, scratching, and gnashing his 
teeth, with a determined courage worthy of his illustrious 
ancestors. At last he succeeded in fixing his teeth in the 
worthy Doctor's hand, making the blood start, and extorting an 
involuntary cry of pain. 

" I'll thraw ye'r neck, ye gimin cankered deevle, that will I," 
roared the Doctor, starting to his feet, tossing his adopted bairn 
into the middle of the tent, and shaking his wounded hand, as if 
it had been scalded. 

" Wha would ha' thought the bit towzy tyke had sae muckle 
wickedness in it ! od's my life, sma' though it be, it gar'd its 
teeth play chack like a pair o' hedge shears ; it has amaist nippit 
ane o' the fingers aff me." 

The young bears having been turned out of the tient in disgrace, 
and consigned to the care of one of the horsekeeper's wives, — 
who, having half-a-dozen sqalling brats of her own, was supposed 
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to possess some skill in the management of such nnrolj cubs^ — 
the Doctor patched up his wounded fingers with a piece of 
adhesive plaster, poured out a fresh bowl of tea, and resumed 
his cigar. 

"Thafs true/' said he, addressing Mansfield. "I forgot to 
ask what sport ye had this morning. Did ye get ony o^ thae 
muckle bison beasts ye were speakin* o^ yest^reen ? Fm very 
anxious to see ane of them ; for they are, nae doubt, rare animals, 
and I hae heard sae mony different opinions aboot them, that Fm 
just in swithers whether they ought to be classed amongst the 
bisontian group, or whether they are only a variety of the wild 
buffalo which is found in the jungles of Bengal.^^ 

'^ Well, Doctor, you may soon have your curiosity satisfied on 
that head. We killed two fine specimens this morning — a male 
and female — besides a couple of bears ; but to do so, I fear you 
must accompany Kamah and his party when they go to fetch 
home the game ; for the bison are such unwieldy animals, that it 
is impossible to carry them off entire. When you see them, I 
have no doubt you will agree with me that they are true bison, 
although a variety quite distinct from the bison of Europe or 
North America. You will find a description of the animal — ^but 
a very imperfect one — ^in Cuvier's work, under the name of Bos 
Gaums, But I see old Kamah is already mustering his Coolies ; 
so, if you intend to accompany them, you had better order your 
horse. You can ride well enough till you get into the heavy 
bamboo jungle, and it is just as well to save an unnecessary walk 
in the sun." 

The Doctor was soon equipped in a white jacket and broad- 
brimmed straw hat, and bestriding liis raw-boned CutcA horse, 
with a goodly-sized umbrella over his head to protect him from 
the sun, he drove his heels into the lean ribs of his charger, 
jerked the reins, made a clucking noise with his tongue, and 
leaning well forward, with his elbows projecting at right angles 
from hifl body, started at a shambling trot. The Jemmadar and 
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a whole regiment of Coolies followed in his wake; some bearing 
bamboos and ropes to carry home the bears, whilst others were 
armed with knives, hatchets, &c., for the purpose of cutting up 
the bison. 

'^ Two to one the Doctor gets spilt before he is clear of the camp/' 
cried Charles, laughing heartily at the grotesque appearance of the 
worthy Doctor and his raw-boned steed. 

" The chances are ten to one in your favour,'^ repUed Mansfield. 
" I can see, by the way the old dromedary carries his ears, that 
he is in one of his sulky fits this morning : he is not the least 
incUned to leave the camp, and if he begins to argue the point, 
the Doctor is pretty sure to get the worst of it. There he goes. 
— I told you so. — ^Up with the black flag, and no surrender. 
Well done. Doctor, hit him again. — Hurra ! '* 

The Doctor's charger, as Mansfield predicted, had not advanced 
above a hundred yards, when he suddenly wheeled round, laid 
his ears back, clapped his tail between his legs, shook his head 
with a sulky dogged air, and looked askance at his rider, with his 
malignant wall-eye, as much as to say, " TU see you particularly 
well d— -d before I go an inch farther : so do your worst.'' 

" Tak' ye that, ' Smiler,' my man," said the Doctor, suddenly 
closing his umbrella, and bringing it down on the head of his 
refractory steed with a force that made it fly in spKnters. The 
amiable 'Smiler' acknowledged the favour by a sulky grunt, 
and a sidelong kick with one hind 1^, after the manner of a 
vicious cow. 

''Hit him again. Doctor; hit him hard; don't be afraid of 
hurting him: his skull is thick enough;" and the two young 
men rubbed their hands, and shouted with glee at the prospect of 
witnessing a well-contested struggle between the Doctor and the 
pig-headed ' Smiler.' 

" Here, my man, give us a lend o' that stick," cried the 

Doctor, throwing away his broken umbrella, and snatching a 

heavy male bamboo from one of the Coolia. 

I 2 
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Whack ! down it came upon ^ Smiler's' lean flank, making fche 
em.ptj carcase sound like a kettledrum. 

The additional weight of metal told ; and, this time, 'Smiler* 
exerted himself so far as to kick both heels in the air, with a jerk 
that somewhat discomposed the Doctor's seat. 

'^ Dee'l be in my skin, but I'll ca' the life out o' ye, ye door 
deevil,'' muttered the Doctor, as he once more brandished the 
bamboo over his head. '^'Od, ye'U try to gang ye'r ain gait, 
though the dee'l himser should gim in ye'r face;'' — ^Whack. — 
"If ye war drowned, — and dee'l may care how soon ye come'to 
that — I'll wad a sixpence, if s up the water a body wad need to 
gang, to look for the ill-faurt carcage o' you. There, tak' that, 
ye thrawn deevil," and the bamboo descended between ^Smiler's' 
ears, inflicting a blow that would have felled any other horse to 
the ground. But it only seemed to rouse the dormant energies 
of that proud-spirited steed : his wall-eye flashed fire ; he snorted 
indignantly; and, rearing upon his hind-legs, made a desperate 
plunge forward. 

This unwonted feat of activity, on the part of 'Smiler,' 
completely unshipped the Doctor, who was pitched clean out of 
the saddle ; but determined to regain his seat, if possible, he 
remained clinging with his long legs entwined round the horse's 
neck, and holding on vigorously by the ears. The Doctor made 
a desperate effort to right himself; for one moment the victory 
appeared doubtful ; and the spectators watched the issue of the 
struggle with breathless interest. 

He's up again : — ^No ! — ^that last kick has turned the scale of 
victory, and the discomfited Doctor lies sprawling in the dust. 

"Are you hurt?" said Charles, running up to him, and 
kindly assisting him to rise ; for he was really sorry for the poor 
Doctor, although he could not help laughing till the tears ran 
down his cheeks — ^no one ever can on such an occasion : — " I 
hope you are not the worse for your fall." 

"Deevil a bit/' cried the Doctor, jumping up and wiping the 
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blood from his nose, the bold outline of which was a good deal 
disfigured by the fall, ''Deevil a bit. He has flattened my 
neb a wee; but, by my troth. Til gar him rue the day he 
did it.^' 

So saying, the Doctor grasped the reins, sprang into the 
saddle with an agility quite surprising in one of his ungainly 
make, and plied the bamboo so vigorously about the ears of his 
refraxjtory steed, that the unfortunate ' Smiler ' was glad, for peace 
sake, to turn his head the right way, and shamble off at his 
best pace. 

" Paith, ' Smiler,' my man, ye got the worst o' that tuilzie, Fm 
thinkin,^' said the Doctor, tucking the bamboo under his arm, 
and smiling complacently, as he refreshed himself after his labours 
with a huge pinch of snuff. 
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CHAPTEK IX. 

A TFT NIOHT IINDKR CANVASS. 

|,HE sun ha3 alreadf set, and the 
s}iort twilight of the tropics is fast 
darkening into night. An unnatural 
silence pervades the forest. The 
close air of the woods is more dense 
and oppressive than usoalj and the 
licat is almost suffocating. 

Our three friends are seated in 
front of the principal tent, smoking 
their cigars; their hunting dresses 
have been exchanged for the oriental 
6eshtu.u^ u. ^^n,^^^^ and musquito-trousers j they appear languid 
and oppressed by the unnatural heat of the atmosphere, and their 
shirts are thrown open, to woo the passing zephyr, as they sit 
smoking in profound silence. 

Even the dumb animals appear to feel the overpowering 
influence of the electric fluid with which the atmosphere is sur- 
chai^ed. The horses, with drooping ears, hang listlessly over 
their untasted food. The dozing bullocks have forgotten to 
ruminat*. The birds have already flown for shelter to the densest 
thickets of the forest. And nature awaits, in silent awe, the 
coming storm. 




A WET NiaHT UNDER CANVASS. Ill) 

^^ We are going to have a dirty night of it," said Mansfield, 
after regarding the appearance of the sky for some minutes. 

'^ Faith, you may say that,'' replied the Doctor, starting from 
a half doze; '^and it is high time we were getting the tents 
secured, else we shall hae them aboot our lugs before daylight. 
Whare the deevil are a' thae lazy loons ? they might hae thocht 
of bushing the tent-pegs afore this time. Od, the hale camp 
appears to be in a dwam, kye, and horses, and a' — Chuprassee 
bolow !" continued he, bestowing a kick on the ribs of our friend 
Heels, who, rolled up in his cumbley, was snoring lustily between 
the walls of the tent. 

" Abba /'' muttered Heels, turning on his side, with a grunt, 
and again snoring louder than ever. 

" Chuprassee boloto!" with another kick, more earnestly 
bestowed than the former. 

" Sahib 1" cried Heels, sitting up and rubbing his eyes. 

'^ Chuprassee boloto!" roared the Doctor, shaking Heels, till he 
was thoroughly awake. 

" Ho, Sahib I" yawned Heels, and, leisurely gathering up his 
cumbleyy he shuffled off to rouse the tent-pitchers and Lascars. 

In a few minutes a dozen busy hands were employed in bushing 
the tent-pegs, digging trenches round the tent, and taking all the 
necessary precautions to secure the camp against the effects of a 
tropical thunder-storm. 

^^ What a fuss you old Indians make about a shower of rain !'' 
remarked Charles, laughing as he watched the eager haste with 
which the natives worked : '^ these fellows remind me of a ship's 
crew shortening sail in a hurry when a white squall is 
expected." 

''And, with all their hurry, they will not have done their work 
much too soon either," replied Mansfield ; " for here it comes, 
with a vengeance. You will have a fine opportunity now of 
seeing what an Indian shower is, my lad. And if you have the 
luck to get a wet tent blown about your ears to-night^ which 
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I tnink exceedingly probable, you will recollect the appear- 
ance of a thunder-cloud the next time you see one. Til be 
bound/^ 

As he said this, Charles felt a cold damp air come stealing over 
his face. And now comes sweeping from afar a low mysterious 
muttering sound, like the distant roar of troubled waters. The 
atmosphere is suddenly filled with that peculiar smell of newly 
wet earth, which is the sure forerunner of a tropical storm. Dry 
leaves, bits of straw, and other light substances, are caught up, 
and whirled into air, with a quick spiral motion, as if by the 
action of innumerable little whirlwinds, although, as yet, not a 
breath of air is stirring. A dense mass of inky clouds rises above 
the tree-tops, with a rapidity that shows the mighty power of the 
tempest, by which it is driven on, and the faint twilight is 
suddenly quenched in the darkness of midnight. And now a 
bright flash of livid fire shoots from out the gloomy mass, blasting 
the spectator's sight with its unearthly splendour — and the vault 
of heaven is rent asunder — and the earth trembles, as she listens 
with awe to the chiding voice of angry thunder. 

And hark ! — at that signal, the howling spirits of the tempest 
have been loosed, and come sweeping through the woods on a 
thousand whistling wings, rejoicing in their strength. And the 
forest bows low, and groans aloud in agony, as the hurricane 
sweeps by. And the aged trees toss abroad their gigantic limbs, 
and lash the air with frantic gestures, as if in the madness of fear 
they were striving to uproot themselves, and to flee from the 
coming wrath of the mighty Spirit that rides upon the whirlwind. 
And the rain descends in unbroken sheets of water that appear to 
threaten the earth with a second deluge. And the crash of 
uprooted trees is mingled with the awful pealing of the thunder. 
And the air is filled with wild unearthly sounds, as if legions of 
evil spirits were mingling in the fray. And strange misshapen 
forms seem to flit amongst the trees, revelling in the work of 
destractioQ^ as the wild scene is for an instant revealed to sight 
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by the Uvid glare of forked lightning, and again shrouder in 
more than midnight darkness. 

" The whole universe must be tumbling into chaos/^ was the 
idea which flashed across the mind of Charles as he stood amidst 
the war of elements, and gazed in stupified wonder. 

Eeader, if thou art a lover of the sublime in nature — if thou 
art anxious to be impressed with a due sense of the Omnipotence 
of thy Creator — go, look upon the tropical storm, as it sweeps 
howling through the wilderness — and tremble, like Charles, at 
thine own insignificance ! 

But the Doctor had been too long in India, and had witnessed 
too many thunder-storms, to understand the feeling which 
prompted Charles to gratify his love of the sublime at the expense 
of his bodily comforts. 

^^ Come in by'' — cried he, from the interior of the tent, where 
he had already snugly ensconced himself behind the dinner-table. 
^^ Come in by, Maister Charles, and dinna be standing there 
glowrin' frae you, like a demented poet. The deevil's in the 
laddy, has he gaen daft a'thegither, or is he dazed by the thunner, 
or whaf s gaen wrang wi' him, that he stands there in a pour of 
rain that's fit to wash the sark aff his back ? for a' the world like 
a drooket craw on an auld fayle dyke, and him ha'in' a good dry 
tent at his back, and a prime haunch of venison smoking on the 
table; and the kettle blawin' out steam like the boiler of a twa 
hundred horse-power engine ; and that bonny bit bottle of real 
Glenlivat smiling in his face, fit to seduce a vara Saunt. Hoot 
fie! — Come in by, ye poor demented cratur, and dinna be catch- 
ing your death o' cauld there. — Ye'll be laid up wi' jungle fever, 
the mom, as sure as my name's M^Phee. — Or, may be, ye'll be 
blinded by the lightning, and that would be a bonny-like story 
to tell to your winsome cousin. Miss Kate, when we gang back 
to the hills. Come in by, my man, to ye'r denner, and never ye 
fash yer thum' aboot ' the war o' the elements,' as thae poor, 
silly, half-starved bits of poets ca' it : — just let them abe, and let 
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ihem fecht it out their ain gate ; the/U ca^ through fine, with- 
out^n your help ; and whichever gets the best o\ we are sure to 
hae a gran' day for the deer-shooting the mom. 

" man I but that's prime juicy meat/' — continued he, licking 
his lips, and eyeing the noble haunch, in which Mansfield had 
just made the first cut — '^ A wee bit mair o' the fat, if ye please. 
Captain, and another spoonfu' o' the gravy — ay, that'll do fine/' 

And the Doctor, regardless of the storm which raged without, 
fell to, with an earnestness of purpose that would have done credit 
to the appetite of a half-starved ogre. 

'' WeU, Charles, my boy, what think you of an Indian shower 
now ?" — asked Mansfield, as Charles entered the tent, dripping 
like a river god : — " This is something like a squall, is it not ? — 
The breaking out of the monsoon, amongst the western GAats, is 
a sight worth seeing, we flatter ourselves." 

*' It is indeed " — replied Charles — " about the grandest sight 
I ever beheld. I have often heard it talked of before, but never 
could have pictured to myself anything half so sublime, so 
awful— it " 

"Talking o' the grand works o' nature" — ^interrupted the 
Doctor, with his mouth well filled, and keepmg his eyes steadily 
fixed on his plate, — "Talking o' the grand works of nature, 
Maister Charles, allow me to recommend to your favourable 
notice that haunch o' venison ; that's what I ca' a grand specimin 
o' combined nature and art — a majestic hint quarter o' a maist 
sublime buck — and just roasted to the very minutest fraction of 
a turn. — ^Another slice, if you please. Captain !" 

" Faith you appear to think so, friend MThee, if one may 
judge by the hole you have made in it already," replied Charles, 
pulling in a chair. — " ' By the beard of the Prophet ! ' as my 
worthy uncle would say, one must needs look sharp when you 
oome to close quarters with a joint, else they are like to have 
bin boB6B to pidc. Manners, you old cannibal, manners — ^why 

%4f9tifi^mom to say you want another slice already I" 
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"Truth do I, Maister Charles — and what's mair, Fm no going 
to let you sit down to your denner in that weet sark, to get a fit 
o' the ague, and gie me the trouble o' makin' you well again. — 
Na, na ! — just gang in atween the wa's o' the tent, like a man, 
and put dry clothes on you. — Heels has got them a' ready — and 
Fll keep a prime bit o' the venison for you ; I'll no let the 
Captain eat it a', although he is such a deevil o' a twist. — Captain, 
m tak' a wee bit mair from you, just to keep you in countenance, 
for I see ye'r no done yet.'' 

"Will you, by Jove! — ^the devil's in your maw. Doctor" — 
cried Charles, who, although perhaps a little the worse for his 
pretty Cousin's blue eyes, had not by any means allowed his 
appetite to go the same way as his heart ; and off he bounded to 
change his wet clothes with all convenient speed. 

Charles having made a hearty dinner — for man's powers are 
limited, and the Doctor, in spite of himself, had been obKged' 
to desist before he had more than half finished the haunch — the 
cloth was removed, and a bottle of claret, with the unusual 
accompaniments of hot water, sugar, and a bottle of real Highland 
whisky, were placed upon the table. 

"Noo, then, lads," cried the Doctor, lighting a cigar, and 
rubbing his hands with glee. " Noo, then, for a cozie night, in 
spite of the wind and the rain. Heels, ye black sinner, tie up 
the tent door, and keep the wind out ; ifs enough to gie an 
alligator the lumbago." 

" Hullo, Doctor !— what's all this ?" exclaimed Mansfield. 

"Aha, lads! — there's something to warm the cockles of your 
heart. I hae been sair stinted in my drink, since I left the hills, 
wi' you and your temperate habits. Captain — and your lang- 
winded preaching about cool heads, and steady hands : — thaf s 
a' very weel for you crack rifle shots, but it doesna' agree wi' my 
constitution ; and, by my troth, I maun hae my ain way this 
weet night. There's a bottle o' the right sort, that never paid 
sixpence to the Excise — ^bless ifs sonsie wame I — and hot water 
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enough to plot a pig, and 2! the rest o' the materials ; and so. 
Captain dear, just pitch that sour trash o^ claret to the dogs — 
fiech ! — ^it gars me grue to look at it — and mak' yourseF a good 
stiff tumbler, like a man. Here's ^The Lasses — God bless them !' 
— ^I'm sure you'll drink that toast, Maister Charles, if the ague 
has na got a grip o' you already, and frozen the blood in 
your veins." 

" Not, by any means, a bad move,'' replied Mansfield and 
Charles in a breath, as they filled their glasses, for the night was 
really cold enough to make a little hot stuff mighty palatable, 
between the canvass walls of a wet tent. " Here's your toast, 
with right good will— .-^ The Lasses — God bless them !' " 

'^ Weel done. Captain ! Od, I see ye mak' it gae an' stiff, like 
mysel'. I dinna misdoubt but what there's some o' the right 
stuff in you yet, ye mahogany-faced auld sinner, in spite o' the 
puritanical look ye put on whiles, when I propose takin' a second 
tumbler. I dare say noo. Captain," continued the Doctor, 
draining his glass, and proceeding to replenish it, — "I dare say 
ye think I'm mair given to drink than a professional man like 
me ought to be, because I'm, whiles, a wee funny in my cups ; 
but I assure you, sir, I'm the maist temperate man leevin', by 
ordinar. — Hout, Maister Charles, man, tak' up your glass, you're 
far ahint. — It's no' the love o' drink, sir ; no, no. — ^Your health. 
Captain. — It is the conviviality 0' the thing I enjoy — ^the convi- 
viality, sir — no' the liquor, by no manner o' means. Did you 
ever hear teU o' the man and his cow, sir ? " 
No, never," replied Mansfield, smiling. 
Weel, then. Captain, I'll tell you the story, for it's a good 
illustration 0' my subject. — Hout, fie ! I have drouned the miller. 
Just rax me the bottle, Maister Charles, till I put in a wee drap 
mair o' the speerit. — ^Weel, gentlemen, as I was saying, about the 
man and his cow. There was a cousin o' mine, by the name o' 
JodL MThee^ that was married on a sister o' the Minister of our 

Minister, houiest man, on the strength o' this. 
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thought himsel' in duty bound to take a special charge of my 
cousin Jockos morals : for, although no' muckle waur than his 
neighbours, Jock was a gay throughother cheel when he got a 
drap in his head. So, ae day, after Jock had been at a neighbour's 
wedding, and had gotten a glass o'er much, the Minister yoket to, 
to flyte him about the drink, and he was unco' hard upon poor 
Jock, and misca'd him terrible ; and at last, says he, ^ Just look 
at your cow there, John,' says he — ^look at her, honest beast, 
she gangs to the water, when she's dry, and slokens her thirst, 
and comes back, douce and sonsie, to the byre, but she never 
drinks more than what does her good, nor makes a beast o' 
hersel', like some folk. And is na' it a crying shame to see you, 
a Christian man, wi' a soul to be saved, having less sense and 
discretion than the beasts that perish ? Are ye no' ashamed, sir, 
to do the like, and you good-brother to a Minister ? ' 

"^Indeed, then, sir, what you say is o'er true,' replied Jock, 
scarring his lug, and looking a wee foolish ; ^ but it's no' the love 
o' liquor, sir, it's the good company — ^it's the good company, sir, 
and naething else, that leads me astray. There's my cow, hummled 
Bess, as your honour says, a sonsie, weel-conditioned beast ; she 
tak's her drink, and comes hame quiet and peaceable without 
makin' a spectacle o' hersel'. But, 0, sir, if a neighbour's cow 
was to come the other side o' the water, and sit down on her 
hunkers, and say, "Here's to ye, Bess !" od, sir, as true as death, 
she wad just sit and drink there till she was blind fou !! ' " 

"Bravo, Doctor !" shouted Mansfield — "a right good story, 
and well told. You have earned your glass of grog honestly 
to-night," and Mansfield and Charles laughed till their sides ached. 

" Haich ! haich ! haich ! " roared the Doctor, at the same time 
helping himself to a little more of the mountain dew, " Haich ! 
haich ! It aye gars me laugh when I think o' poor Jock and the 
Minister. 0, man ! but this is grand stuff to cheer a body's heart, 
and gar his tongue wag. — Here's wishing speedy promotion to 
you. Captain, and a good wife to you, Maister Charles," — and the 
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Doctor winked his eje^ with a maudlin expression^ and tried to 
look knowing, as he buried his muzzle in the tumbler. 

'^Now, Mansfield/^ said Charles, "it is your turn. Suppose 
you fulfil the promise you made this morning, and give us the 
particulars of the two extraordinary runs you had lately, on that 
wonderful little horse ^Challenger/ '* 

'^ Biding down a wolf and an antelope, you mean ? " 

" Exactly/' 

" I shall do so with great pleasure, provided you do not accuse me 
of boasting ; for I confess I am not a little vam of ^ Challenger's ' 
exploits. You are aware that the feat of riding down an antelope 
has always been considered impracticable, and spearing a wolf on 
horseback, as next to an impossibiUty. I have often seen the 
experiment tried, but never knew it to succeed before, except in 
one instance, when the woK happened to be gorged with food. 
In my case, however, the wolf was as lank as a greyhound : — all 
I have ever heard of the untiring gallop, and extraordinary bottom 
of these animals, was equalled by this one, — and nothing but the 
condition, and high blood of my horse, carried him through so 
severe a run. — ^I was riding out one evening, for exercise, carrying 
a spear in my hand, as usual, when I suddenly came upon a 
large male wolf. 'Challenger' being in the highest possible 
condition, and very fresh, I thought a gallop would do him good, 
and accordingly laid in to the wolf, rather for the sake of having 
some object in view, than with any idea of riding him down. 
However, after a gallop of a mile, both horse and rider became 
interested in the chase: — I remembered that 'Challenger' had 
never yet met his equal in the hunting field — ^his blood was now 
fairly up — and, on the impulse of the moment, I resolved to let 
him try his metal against the gaunt, long-legged devil, who was 
going along before me at an easy lobbing gallop, which, without 
any apparent exertion on his part, kept my horse pretty nearly 
at the top of his speed. I now laid in to him in earnest, over 
a fine open piece of country, easy to cross, except where it was 
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occasionally cut up by nullahs. For the first hour the wolf kept 
up the same pace, a long lobbing gallop, without exhibiting any 
symptoms of fatigue; but after that he began to run short, 
twisting and turning, to throw me out— stopping in the bottom 
of nullahs, till I had jumped over, and then returning as he had 
come — and practising all sorts of cunning tricks to shake me off. 
When the horse was at his haunches, he would suddenly throw 
himself flat on the ground, and allow me to pass, thus gaining 
ground before I could turn ; and as a last resource, when his dry 
tongue, white with foam, was hanging from his parched jaws, he 
took to the water in a tank, where I speared him to death. He 
was fairly done — so dead beat that he could not even bite the 
bamboo when the spear was driven through his body. The chase 
lasted for two hours and five minutes, — a pretty good trial of 
wind and bottom, you will allow. I had dismounted, and was 
standing at my horse^s side, loosening the girths, when he 
suddenly began to snort and tremble, as if alarmed at something 
on the edge of the tank. I looked over his back to see what 
it was, when, to my astonishment, I observed tlie bund, or 
embankment, lined with wolves, sitting on their haunches, and 
watching my proceedings, whflst others were hurrying to the spot 
from all quarters. Where they came from I cannot conceive, for 
I had not observed one during the run. The sun having set, and 
the wolves appearing rather pugnacious, I thought it prudent to 
decamp before they came to extremities ; so mounted and rode 
off, leaving them masters of the field. They followed for some 
distance, but did not attempt to attack me, and I got home, some 
time in the course of the night, without further adventure.^' 

" And was not poor ^ Challenger ' the worse for his tremendous 
gallop ? " asked Charles. 

'* Not a bit : — ^he fed well, and appeared as fresh as ever next 
morning. It was the spurt after the antelope that so nearly 
killed him : — I did not think he would ever get the better of that 
da/s work.'^ 



128 THE OLD FOBEST RANGBB. 

''Come, let's have the antelope/' exclaimed Charles, drawing 
his chair closer to that of Mansfield. 

'' Here's your health and sang, Captain," murmured the Doctor, 
rousing himself from a nap, and replenishing his glass. — " Was 
it a sang, or a story ? — I'm no' very sure — ^but never mind, it's a' 
the same in Greek." 

'' Thank you. Doctor — ^your good health ! " replied Mansfield, 
smiling. And the Doctor, taking a long pull at the whisky 
punch, relapsed into his dozing fit. 

"It was some days after my adventure with the wolf," 
continued Mansfield, " and whilst I was still flushed with victory, 
that I determined upon attempting the still more dif&cult task of 
riding down an antelope. 

" I sallied forth to the black plain, little ' Challenger ' arching 
his neck proudly, and bounding under me in the exuberance of 
his spirit. — It was in a very different mood that he returned, poor 
fellow. — ^I soon found a fine solitary black buck ; and laid in to 
him while he was concealed by a rising ground — thus gaining a 
long way before he heard the clatter of hoofs, and went his best. 
The ground was beautiful, and we flew across the plain at racing 
speed. But, for the first mile, this was not fast enough to press 
the buck, bounding along before me, like some winged creature, 
whilst the horse, straining every nerve, could hardly keep him in 
sight. Occasionally some labourer, in a cotton field, made the 
antelope swerve from his line, and then, by cutting off an angle, 
I was enabled to gain a little ; — ^yet a few dashing bounds, as I 
approached, sent him further off than ever. These exertions, 
however, began to tell at last: — ^he ran shorter, and appeared 
undecided as to his line of country — advantages for the pursuer 
which I seized on at every turn— and, by pressing him to do his 
utmost over stony ground, I found that his strength was getting 
gradually reduced. ' Challenger ' was still going collected, and I 
nursed his remaining powers with anxious care, giving him a sob, 
with a hard pull at his head, whenever we crossed a field of black soil. 



A WET NIGHT UNDEE CANVASS. 129 

" We had now gone, as the crow flies, seven miles, and the 
buck was getting weaker every moment. We came in siglM; of 
a distant herd, feeding on the top of a small hill. This appeared 
to give him fresh courage, and he exerted himself to reach them 
with renewed speed. It was the flickering of the flame ere it 
expires — I knew the symptoms well— his tail began to shake*^ 
he carried his head low; and instead of bounding forward, and 
covering his stretch, he appeared to fall shorter at every stroke. 
The hill was gained. Now, my good little horse, press h\m and 
he dies ! It was as I expected. The steep ascent choked the 
panting antelope, and he dropped, completely exhausted, ten 
paces in front, at the very moment that poor little ^Challenger' 
came to a dead halt, reeling under me with fatigue. Having 
dismounted, and put the antelope out of pain with my hunting- 
knife, 'Challenger' became the object of my care, and I must 
confess his appearance rather frightened me — flanks heaving 
— ^forelegs tottering — tail quivering — and every symptom of 
extreme distress. I turned his head to the wind, and loosened his 
girths. He lay down by the fallen buck, and then I cursed my 
cruelty, in pressing the noble spirit of my game little Arab, till 
he sank at my feet. But I cannot pull up when once in chase. 
The hope of running into my game, at every stride, and the fear 
of losing, what a few hundred yards further might gain, always 
prevents my giving in, while a chance remains. I feel an 
indescribable longing to come up with any animal — even a hare 
— ^if once I have laid in to him, and reflection and remorse come 
only when it is too late. This time, however, I had not to 
reproach myself with riding poor 'Challenger' to death. He 
gradually recovered: in half an hour he was able to walk 
home, where you may be sure he was well taken care of; and 
in a few days was as fresh as ever. The distance ridden was 
nine miles, in a direct line, without including turns. And^ if 
it be tAe pace that kilh, this was far enough and fast enough 
to burst anything that ever was foaled. I need not say how 
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much the gallant little horse has risen in my estimation since 
that day's work : I would not part with him for his weight in 
gold! 

''And now. Master Charles, having complied with your 
request, and performed the part of my own, or rather my horse's, 
trumpeter, methinks we had better turn in ; for I perceive our 
our friend M'Phee is waxing drowsy, and I intend to sound the 
rheillie by times to morrow. What say you. Doctor ? *' 

'' Hoot fie, no ! '' replied the Doctor, who was fast verging 
towards a state of inebriation. '' Ifs but early in the night yet. 
Wha cares for hours ? Hours were made for slaves ! — Hurra ! — 
Na, nal sit ye down, lads — sit ye down, and Fll sing you a 
sang — a sang wi' a grand chorus til't ; and mind, ye maun a' 
join in when I tell you. Whist, noo!'' and the Doctor, 
forthwith, cleared his pipes, and struck up, in a voice that 
rivalled the howling of the wind without — 



it t 



Willie brew'd a peck o' maut, 
And Rab and Allan cam to pree ; 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night. 
Ye wadna' find in Christendee.' 



" Chorus, now, lads ! 



" * For, we are na' fou, we're no' that fou ; 
But just a drappie in our e'e ; 
The cock may craw, the day may daw, 
But we will taste the barley bree.' 

'' Hoot ! Maister Charles, sing up, man — dinna be blate ! 

** * Here are we met, three merry boys — 
Three merry boys, I trow are we ; 



And many a night 



» »» 



Here the Doctor's melody was interrupted by a gust of wind, 
more furious than the rest, which tore up several of the tent- 
pegs, and made the loosened canvass flap violently. — Mansfield 
and Charles jumped from their seats. 

" Hoot, fie ! never mind the wind, lads ; there's nae danger,'^ 
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exclaimed the Doctor, who had now become exceedingly pot- 
valiant, and had no idea of being interrupted in his song by any 
such trifle: — '^ Heels, ye' lazy deevil; gang and drive in thae 
tent-pegs, will you ? — ^Where was I again — eh ? — I dinna mind. 
Weel, never heed, we'll just begin at the beginning, thaf s the 
surest way no' to lose any o't. 



« ' Willie brew'd 



> n 



But, before the first line was finished, crash came the tent-pole 
right across the table, demolishing candles, bottles, and glasses ; 
and our unfortunate revellers found themselves grovelling on the 
earth, in utter darkness, and more than half smothered in the wet 
folds of the tent ! whilst the loosened ropes, with the tent-pegs 
still attached to them, flapped, and whistled, and banged about 
their ears, threatening to fracture their skulls, if they were 
fortunate enough to escape suffocation. 

^^The Lord preserve us frae a' bogles and warricowes, and 
other mischancy things !" roared the Doctor, who, half stupified 
by what he had drunk, and completely deprived of his little 
remaining sense by the suddenness of the catastrophe, could not, 
by any means, account for his present very uncomfortable 
situation. ^^The Lord preserve us — ^what's a' this? What's 
this ? whafs this ? It's surely a judgment come upon me for 
drinkin' illicit whisky and singin' profane sangs. dear ! 
O dear ! O meeserable sinner that I am, I'll surely get my paiks 
noo, for I verily believe that Auld Clootie himsel', and a' his 
imps, are playing their cantraips upon me. Will nae charitable 
Christian lend a hand to get out o' this damnable brulziement ? 
The Lord forgie me for sweerin'. O, Maister Charles ! O, Heels, 
ye black-a-vic'd Pagan I Oh! oh! oh!" and the unfortu- 
nate Doctor roared aloud, in agony of spirit, as he scrambled 
about, amongst the broken fragments of bottles and glasses, and 
entangled himself more and more amongst the compUcated folds 
of wet canvass in which he was enveloped. 

K 2 
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Mansfield and Charles^ who had their wits about them, had 
already scrambled clear of the wreck; but were so convulsed 
with laughter, that, for some minutes, they were incapable of 
rendering any aid to the miserable Doctor, who continued to 
struggle, and howl, and pant for breath, like a dog tied up in a 
wet sack. 

At length, however, he was extricated from the ruins of the 
tent, and stood, shivering and stupified, in the pelting rain. 

" Preserve me ! but this is an awfu' nicht,'^ muttered he to 
himself, when he had partially recovered liis senses. "There's 
something no cannie in't, Tm thinkin\ Til awa to my bed — 
and the bottle o' Glenlivat no finished — and me in the middle o' 

my very best sang — and — and — and. Ou ay, I see how it 

is — T see fine how it is. It's just a judgment on me for drinkin' 
illicit whisky and singin' profane sangs — ^poor anfu' creature 
that I am ! But, thanks be to Goodness, Fm no fou — ^Na, na ! 
Fm no fou— I ken the road to my tent fine.'' And so the Doctor 
continued to soliloquise, as he reeled about in his vain endeavours 
to steer a direct course to his own tent. 

" By mine honour, friend MThee, thou art thankful fw: small 
mercies," cried Mansfield, laughing immoderately at the worthy 
Doctor's expression of thankfulness for not hemgfon. 

'' But there's surely something gaen wrang wi' my legs the 
nic]it; I maun hae hurted them some way in yon stramash. 
Here, Heels, my man, gie us a hand o' your airm, for I'm sair 
hurted, and no fit to gang my lane. Hand up, ye stammerin' 
deevil," cried he, clutching the grinning varlet by the shoulder. 
" Can ye no walk steady, you mislear'd Pagan ? Hand up, I say. 
Ye've been drinkin', sir — ^ye've been' drinkin'. Ye need na try to 
deceive me — I ken it fine by the way ye gang. Ye've been 
drinkin', ye besotted beast. I'U report you to your maister in 
the mor;ikg, and gar him gie you a good tiirasLg. I-I-I 
wonder, sir, ye're no ashamed to make sic a spectacle o' yoursel' 
and me in the face o' the hale camp. It's dis — dis — dis — 
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reputable. Heels — Ws highly disreputable. If there's a vice on 
earth, Heels, that I dislike mair than anither, if* drunk— drunk-^ 
drunkenness !'' And here the Doctor's voice became inaudible, 
as he pursued his tortuous course towards his sleeping tent. 

We are, reluctantly, obliged to confess that our worthy and 
much-respected friend, MThee, was drunk; not exactly drunk 
according to the definition given by an Irish friend of ours, who 
said that he always considered a man sober till he saw him trying 
to Ught hu pipe at the jmmp — the Doctor was not quite so far 
gone as this ; but that he was considerably disguised in liquor we 
have not the conscience to deny. 

Beader, hast thou ever, in the course of thy travels, witnessed 
the breaking-up of a tropical thunder*storm at the approach of 
day — when the eastern sky is streaked with purple and gold, and 
the heavens, in that quarter, are cloudless to the zenith, and 
studded with fading stars, winking as if exhausted by their long 
night's vigil.— And the cool, balmy, morning air, kisses thy 
bronzed cheek like a smiling infant just awakened from sleep. — 
And the tempest-torn trees, loaded with sparkling rain-drops, like 
frightened women smiling through their tears, sigh forth their 
gratitude to the rising sun, at whose glorious presence the gloomy 
spirit of the storm unwillingly retires — ^his sable host, as they roll 
away, slow and majestic, into the far west, growling forth their 
indignation in muttered thunder. — And the refreshed earth sends 
up a grateful incense to heaven. — And the timid birds who have 
all night long cowered, trembling, amidst the gloomy recesses of 
the forest, come forth singing their morning-hymn of thanks- 
giving. — ^And the jungle-cock, like a blustering bully, struts 
amongst his admiring females, crowing defiance. — And, on the 
naked branches of some blasted tree, a family of vultures, like a 
hoard of gipsies drying their rags, sit, with drooping wings, 
preparing to bask themselves in the grateful sunshine; — their 
high shoulders, downcast look, and ruffled plumage, giving them, 
at once, an air of poverty, cunning, and abject humility. — ^And, 
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from out the bosky thickets of feathery bamboo^ comes^ stealing 
on the ear^ the gentle cooing of the turtle-dove^ as he pours forth 
his very soul in amorous vows of love and constancy. — ^And the 
air is filled with joyous insects^ and gaudy-coloured butterflies^ 
which have been called into life by the electric fluid. — ^And even 
the creeping things appear to claim their share of enjoyment. — 
And nature smiles as she looks upon the happiness of her 
children? 

It was on such a glorious morning as this^ after a wet night, in 
every sense of the word, that the cheerful notes of Mansfield^s 
bugle roused the poor Doctor from feverish sleep and troubled 
dreams, to the humiliating consciousness of having " made a beast 
of himseK.^^ What a sad contrast does his flushed cheek, and 
parched lips, and fevered blood, present to the cool, fresh, smiling 
face of nature ! 

Oh, man I proud man ! thou who wert formed in God^s own 
image, how hast thou degraded thyself by the sensual gratification 
of thy appetites ! 

But, of this da/s adventures, anon. 



AN ETEHTFUL DAT IN THE JUNGLE. 



CHAPTEK X. 

AN EVENTtUL DAY IN THE JUNGLE. 

' BELIEVE it wasna' the real Glenlivat, 
after a'," exclaimed the Doctor, as he 
aaUied from his teiit with the feeble 
undecided step and nervous tremor 
of a maa vho haa jnst been roused 
from a drunken slumber. "I be- 
lieve it wasna' the real Glenlivat, 
afber a', for I hae a deevil o' a aare 
head after it this morning. Good 
morrow to ye, lads/' continued he, 
addressing Mansfield and Charles, 
who, with their rifles ready loaded, were lounging in front of the 
tents and sipping their coffee. " This is a grand fresh morning 
after the rain." 

"Ahl good morrow to you, Doctor," exclaimed Mansfleld, 
smiling. " Glad to see you so alert. Talking of freghness, it 
strikes me you were tolerably ^c*i last night. How do you feel 
this morning ? coppers rather hot^-eh ?" 

" Hoot fie ! " replied the Doctor, looking half ashamed and 
half pawky — for we must do the poor Doctor the justice to say 
that he was not by any means a hardened sinner, uor habitually 
addicted to the use of strong waters, although, when the tempta- 
tion offered of a bottle of Glenlivat, and a neighbour's cow edtting 
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on the other side of the water, to cry, " Here^s to you, Meg/^ he 
sometimes indulged a little more freely than was good for him. 

'' Hoot fie. Captain, keep your thumb upon that — ^keep your 
thumb upon that. Od^s my life, if auld Lorimer gats a hand o' 
that story, to say nothing o' Miss Kate, Til never hear the last 
o't. I maun confess Fm no just mysel' this morning. But Fm 
thinkin^ the whisky wasna^ as good as it ought to hae been, for 
we didna' take such dooms big drink, after a' ; the bottle wasna' 
finished, if I mind right.^^ 

''Is not this a glorious change from the storm of last night ?*' 
remarked Charles, good-naturedly trying to turn the conversation, 
for he saw that Mansfield was bent upon bullying the poor 
Doctor, who, although he tried to put the best face he could 
upon the matter, was evidently ashamed of himself. " Who that 
looks now upon the smiling face of nature would believe her 
capable of giving way to such ungovernable bursts of fury as the 
one she favoured us with last night ?" 

"Like a spoilt beauty,^^ remarked Mansfield, ''who goes to 
bed in a towering rage because she fancies her charms have been 
slighted, cries herself to sleep, and awakes next morning, all 
smiles, to laugh at her own folly, and to be more admired 
than ever.'' 

" Or like a bairn on a Sabath morning,'' suggested the Doctor, 
" who, after having his face weel scrubbit wi' brown sape and a 
rough tawel, and alarming the hale house wi' his eldritch skirling, 
begins to nicher and laugh at the sight o' his new corduroy breeks 
wi' plenty o' brass buttons on them — the/r may be his first — and 
fairly burst out into a hearty guffaw, when he keeks at his ain 
shining red face and weel sleekit hair in a cogfii' o' clean water. 
Ton ilee. Dame Nature has been taking a sly keek at hersel' this 
yraing in the water down-by, and in spite o' hersel' she 
Ifif Imt Miulfi^ through her tears, at the sight o' her ain bonny 

W9^JMMi qvib^ poetical^ I declare; the Glenlivat has 
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inspired you. But we must not stand talking here, the sun is 
already up : we should have been off long ago, only we thought 
you intended to accompany us to-day, as it is the last we shall be 
able to spend in the forest/' 

^' And so I do intend to gang wi' you. What the deevil else 
do you think would trail me out o' my warm bed at this unchristian- 
like hour o' the morning ? But, that's true, I hae forgotten my 
weapon. Here, Heels, my man, just run into the t«nt, and 
bring out my fiisee, auld ' Mons Meg,' and the bag o' swanshot 
ye'll find lying aside her." 

'^ Why, my dear Doctor," exclaimed Mansfield, regarding, with 
a smile, the worthy Doctor's very unsportsmanlike dress, consist- 
ing of his eternal broad-brimmed hat, and an old red jacket, 
which, on the strength of a damp morning, he had substituted 
for his usual one of dirty white jean. " Why, you don't mean 
to say you intend to take the field in such a dress as that ? You 
look, to use one of your own expressions, ' exactly like a potato 
bogle '/ you are enough to scare all the game within a mile of 
you, and, if we fall in with a herd of bison, the Lord have mercy 
on your miserable carcass ! for with that bit of scarlet to guide 
them they'll hunt you to the world's end. And there you are 
again, with that infernal fusee, and your handful of grit-shot. 
Doctor ! Doctor ! wiU you never learn to handle a rifle like 
a man P I wish we had the old Governor here to keep you 
in order." 

^' By my troth, he keepit me in order enough when I was on 
the hills ; and a bonny-like job he gar't me make o't, wi' his 
lang-winded lectures about projectiles, and parabolic curves, and 
sights, and elevations, and friction, and attraction, and deevil 
kens how many mair jaw-breaking terms. Na, na, nane o' your 
confounded lectures on natural philosophy, nane o' your new- 
fangled pernickety weapons for me. A good wide-bored fusee, 
like ' Mons Meg,' for my money — ane that lets a crack Uke a 
si]^-poxmder, and spreads the lead the breadth o' a barn-door ; — 
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that is the weapon for real execution^ and sae ye^U see afore the 
da/s done/' continued the Doctor, as he rammed down a huge 
fid of brown paper by way of wadding, returned the ramrod, and 
carefully hammered the well-worn flint with a key which he took 
from his pocket. '' TU warrant the auld jade no' to miss fire 
this time, and, my certie, ifs no' for want of pouther and lead, if 
she doesna' do execution." 

" Eaith, you may say that," replied Mansfield, much amused 
at the Doctor's warlike demonstrations. " K your shot fails it 
wiU not be for want of ammunition, you may take your oath. 
You have given the old jade, as you call her, a sufficient dose of 
that, and I have no hesitation in predicting that she will do 
execution ; but whether on the carcass of the deer, or the head of 
her confiding master, appears to me exceedingly problematical. 
I suspect you will find her somewhat like your friend ' Smiler,' 
when overcharged with Bengal gram, as she is with powder, 
rather prone to kick up her heels, and apt to give her master a 
bloody nose." 

*^ Weel, weel, never ye fash your thumb about that. Captain, 
Show me the deer, and, I'U be cation, ye dinna want for a haunch 
of venison the mom to your dinner. Where's that deevil's bucky 
the Jemmadar ? Stir your stumps, ye auld Pagan, the sun has 
been up this half hour." So saying, the Doctor shouldered 
^'Mons Meg" with a confident air, and strode off, whistling 
'^ Johny Cope" right lustily. 

Our friends had proceeded some distance into the jungle, the 
Jemmadar leading, as usual, and our three sportsmen following 
his steps in single file, when Charles, who was the last of the 
party, happened to spy the head and antlers of a noble spotted 
buck, about a hundred yards from their path, cautiously peering 
over a thick patch of high grass which they had just passed. 

The fact of his having made this discovery, after the lynx-eyed 
Kamah had passed it unobserved, was of itself a great triumph to 
the ambitious young sportsman, and his heart palpitated with 
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anxiety as he halted and silently raised his rifle, for he felt that 
his character was at stake. Eesting the barrel against the stem 
of a tree, the fine-drawn sight was brought to bear upon the 
glittering eye of his victim — ^for one instant the ponderous rifle 
remained as steady as if fixed in a vice — ^light as the delicate 
touch of a lady was the gradual pressure of the fore-finger on the 
finely-balanced trigger. Bravely done, my young Forest Ranger, 
there must be death in that shot. The sharp crack of the rifle 
makes the woods ring, the ragged bullet speeds hissing through 
the air, and the antlered head disappears amongst the long grass 
as if by magic — Hurra I 

Charles had already pulled off his cap, and opened his lips to 
give the death halloo with due emphasis, when a whole herd of 
deer burst from the thicket of long grass, headed, apparently, by 
the very buck at which he had fired, and dashed across the path 
with the speed of Ughtning. 

"Deuce take the rifle \" exclaimed Charles, pettishly, dashing 
his cap to the ground, and, in the excitement of the moment, 
quite forgetting that his rifle had a second barrel which might 
still do execution. 

Mansfield, although taken by surprise, turned on his heel with 
the coolness of an old sportsman, and pitched forward his heavy 
rifle, the piece exploding at the very instant it dropped steadily 
into the hollow of his hand — so truly did hand and eye act in 
concert — and the leading buck, bounding convulsively from the 
ground, fell heavily forward : without removing the rifle from 
his shoulder, the deadly weapon was brought to bear upon 
another of the herd, and the second barrel was discharged as 
rapidly as the first. The soft t/md of the bullet announced that 
it had taken effect, and a fat doe stumbled to her knees, but 
immediately recovering herself, disappeared amongst the jungle 
with her companions. 

'' We shall have blood upon that trail,'^ said Mansfield, quietly, 
as he dropped the butt-end of his rifie to the ground, and 
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proceeded to reload it with great composure. " But what on 
earth is the matter with you ?'' continued he^ turning round and 
discovering the Doctor squatting on the ground^ and holding a 
pocket-handkerchief to his nose, which was bleeding profosefy^. 
'' I thought old Meg made more noise than usual. I hope she 
has not burst ?^' 

^'Na, na!^' repUed the Doctor; '^there's nae fear o' her 
burstin' ; but, man, she^s just a perfect deevil to kick. Od's 
my life, she dang me heels over head like a kale-runt ; ane might 
as weel hae gotten a kick frae a coach-horse. But how mony o' 
the deer is down? Fll warrant she made a grand stramash 
amang them, for she spreads the lead fine, by ordinar." 

" Why, I believe there is but one down, this round,'* replied 
Mansfield; "and I think you will find he bears my mark. But, 
as I predicted, ' Mons Meg ' has done some execution. Your 
nose, Doctor, will vouch for her powers, in one way, and here is 
an unfortunate young tree which she has doomed to a premature 
death, by blowing away more than half the trunk. By my faith, 
you may well say that such a charge (/ griUshot would have made 
a fine stramash, if it had gone in the right direction. But never 
mind. Doctor, better luck next time ; so get up, and give old 
Meg another chance.^' 

" Od, man, I maun confess that yon was an awfu' gleed shot,'' 
said the Doctor, scratching his head, and regarding the shattered 
sapling with a comical grin, as he still sat, wiping the blood from 
his nose. " I begin to think, Captain, Fm no just that good wi' 
the gun. It maun be my ain faut, for I ken Meg aye kills, 
if she's handen straight. The fact o' the matter is, there was a 
pretty mavi spoilt, when they made a Doctor o' me, as the auld 
Heeland Carle said to his son." 

"What is the story of the Highlander and his son?" asked 
Charles, who was always deUghted to catch the Doctor in a story- 
telBng-humour. 

" I'll tell you that, Maister Qiarles," replied the Doctor, as he 
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proceeded to charge '' Mons Meg'^ with a more moderate allowance 
of powder. '^ There was, ance, a grim auld Carle, lived in the 
Isle of Mull, and he had three sons. The two eldest were awfa^ 
big, strong-made cheels, in fact, p^ect giants, fmd deevils for 
fechtin. But the youngest, who was of ordinary stature, and, 
consequently, looked down apon as a dwarf in his own feanily, 
was a quiet, peaceable lad, and mair given to his books, than the 
use of the dirk or the claymore. And so, the auld Carle, who 
despised everything in the shape o' book-learning, and considered 
fighting and cattle-lifting to be the chief «nd o' man, determined 
to bring him up for the Church, because, as he said, he wasna^ 
fit for ony thing better, Weel, ae day, when the young lad was 
sitting at his books, and the two auld anes were up amang the 
hills, looking for a deer, a neighbour's bull, an unco cross-tempered 
beast, happened to stray into the good-man's bit of arable land, 
and, when he noticed him, he was just dancing mad, for he was 
gae short in the temper, at any rate, and he roars out to his son, 
who was ben the house, reading his books, 'Get up,' says he, 
' ye saft sumph, throw by thae trash o' books, and gang and turn 
that bull out o' the com, do you no' see he's makin' a perfect 
hash o't !' So the lad he throws by his book, and grips his staff, 
and runs out fou gleg to turn the bull. But the bull was a dour 
deevel, and wadna' thole to be thwarted ; and so, when he seed 
the lad coming at him, wi' the staff in his hand, to drive him out 
o' the com, he sets up a roar, and at him like mad. But the 
douce canie lad, wi' a' his book-learning, had a stout heart o' his 
ain, when he was put upon his metal. And, instead c/ fleein', as 
the auld Carle his father expected, he stood up manfully, and 
watched the motions o' the bull wi' an eye like a gled; and just 
as the beast was at ike stickin' o' him, he jinket to ae side, as 
souple as a wild cat, and grippit him by the horn, and gied him 
a twist that cowpet him on his back, as though he had been a 
year-auld stark, and then he yoket to, wi' the staff he had in bis 
hand, and, by my troth, he laid on, wi' such good will, that the 



142 THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

bull was fain to gather himsel* up, and run for it. And the auld 
Carle, who had been standing at the door, watching him, was 
just astonished and delighted to see so much of the man in his 
youngest son, whom he always considered a poor, soft, useless 
sumph — and he runs to meet him, wi' the tear in his e^e, and 
throws his arms about his neck, and cries out, in Gaehc, ' Ochon, 
ochon I it was me that spoilt the pretty man when I set you to 
turning the leaves, instead of handling the claymore.' '' 

^'Come, Doctor," cried Mansfield, we have no time to listen 
to your old stories just now; you must keep them for after 
dinner. And you. Master Charles, are a pretty fellow for a 
sportsman, to stand gossiping there, instead of breaking up your 
deer. Eecollect, we are like to have a long, and a hot chase 
after the wounded doe, before we get her ; and get her we must, 
before we do anything else ; for I consider it a most unsports- 
manlike proceeding, to look for fresh game, as long as one has a 
bloody trail to follow.'^ 

" My deer ! '' exclaimed Charles, in astonishment. '' Why, 
that was my buck that you killed. I ought to have killed him, 
I grant you, for I never took a steadier aim in my life ; but the 
leading buck which you dropped, at the first shot, is the one 
I fired at — I can swear to his horns.'' 

"Why, my dear boy," exclaimed Mansfield, laughing, '^do 
you suppose there is but one buck in the forest with such a 
head? I can swear you killed him, although my back was 
turned at the time, and hit him in the head too. There is no 
mistaking the crashing sound of a bullet when it strikes upon 
bone, and so you will discover, when you have had a little more 
experience. Just go and look at the spot where you fired at 
him, and if you do not find the buck, with an ounce of lead 
in his skull, then do I renounce all claim to knowledge in 
woodcraft." 

Charles, without answering a word, dashed into the long 
grass, with the eagerness of a young hound, and his shout of 
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triumph, as he stumbled over the carcass of the buck, announced 
that he had not been disappointed. 

'^ Od, man, but thafs the best beast Fve seen this mony a 
day !'' exclaimed the Doctor, feeling the well-covered ribs of the 
deer, with the scientific touch of a Highland drover, and admiring 
the depth of fat on the brisket, as the Jemmadar proceeded in 
the operation of cutting up the animal, "he^s as fat as a four- 
year-old wether.^^ 

" Just like you. Doctor,^' cried Mansfield, " always thinking 
of that ungodly maw of yours, which. Heaven knows, would be 
ill enough supplied if ' Mons Meg^ were the only caterer to its 
wants. Look at the head, man, instead of feasting your eyes on the 
fat morsels. There is a shot worthy of the best Shikaree in the 
country ; a ball right through his eye at full a hundred yards. 
If I could only get you to handle a rifle, and make such a shot 
as that, I should have some hopes of you.'^ 

''Troth, then, ifs no' an ill shot,'' replied the Doctor; "the 
laddy has a quick eye, and a steady hand, and if you dinna look 
sharp, Captain, he'll be fit to brag you at your ain weapon, afore 
your're a month older. But as to ' Mons Meg,' she's a good 
auld trusty servant, and I'm no' goin' to part wi' her, for a' 
thaf s come and gane yet, so ye may just let that flea stick 
to the wa'." 

'' Well, well, Doctor, so be it — I see you are utterly incorri- 
gible ; and now to find the wounded doe. Charles, my boy, do 
you take the lead, and let us see how you can follow up a trail. 
Here is the spot where she made the first stumble, and you may 
see by the manner in which the blood has spouted, that there is 
some large vein cut. The poor beast cannot have run far in 
that state — forward I" 

Charles, proud of being intrusted with the important ofiBce of 
tracker, started off at a round pace; the large drops of blood 
which marked the course of the poor animal rendering the task a 
sufficiently easy one ; whilst the Jemmadar, who considered so 
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conspicuous a trail quite unworthy of his talents^ followed in 
rear of the party, occasionally breaking a small twig, or lying a 
knot in the long grass, to serve as landmarks to guide him on 
his return, to fetch home the venison which had been left behind. 

In this manner the trail was followed for upwards of a mile, 
through tangled masses of bamboo, and tigrish-looking patches of 
long grass, which reached far above their heads, and where the 
skulls and half-picked bones of deer showed that the tyrant of the 
forest had occasionally selected them for his lair. But Charles 
was too much excited by the chase to think of danger, and 
persevered in a direct course, regardless of the poor Doctor, who 
remonstrated loudly against tempting Providence by venturing 
into such mischancy-looking places ; and more than once started, 
and changed colour, as the rustling of a lizard amongst the long 
grass, or the melancholy howl of a grey monkey, "frightened him 
out of his propriety.^' 

'^ Oh, Captain Mansfield ! " exclaimed he at last — " I wish you 
would speak to that daft laddy, and no' let him trail us ony 
further through such awfu' like places — it's just a perfect 
tempting o' Providence. I tell you, sir, we'll be made tiger's 
meat o' before we get out — I see their tracks here, back and 
forret, as thick as rabbits in a warren. Od, sir, it's surely an 
unchristianlike act to gar a decent body risk his precious life in 
such uncannie bits as this, for the sake o' a wounded deer." 

" Forward I forward 1 " shouted Mansfield, turning a deaf ear 
to the Doctor's lamentations, for he had remarked that the drops of 
blood, which had latterly been few and far between, now became 
larger and had assumed a frothy appearance, — ^a sure sign that 
the wounded animal is nearly exhausted. " Forward, Charles, my 
boy ! we are close upon her now." But his shout was answered 
by a surly growl, not ten yards in front of them, and the whole 
party stopped dead, as if electrified by that fearful sound. 

*' A tiger, by heavens ! " muttered Mansfield, setting his teeth 
hard and cocking both barrels of his rifle. 
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" Ho, Sahib, hagh hie ! '' remarked the Jemmadar, looking as 
unconcenied as if jt had only been a dog. 

''I told you how it would he" roared the Doctor, turning 
short round and preparing for a hasty retreat. 

'^ Hold I '' cried Mansfield in a voice of thunder, seizing him 
by the collar, and dragging him back to his side — *' do you wish 
to bring the tiger upon us ? If we turn our backs to him, we 
are dead men. Our only chance is to keep our eyes steadily 
fixed on the spot where he lies, and be ready to pour in a volley 
if he attempts to charge. But if we put a bold face on it, the 
chances are he wiU slip oflf quietly. Look at Charles, how 
manfully he stands his ground. I wonder you are not ashamed 
to show less nerve than a boy of his age. Here, stand by my 
side, and be ready with ' Mons Meg,* she is like to do us yeoman's 
service amongst this long grass. Hang it, man, Aon'i look so blue 
upon it ; I have been in many a harder pinch than this, and got 
clear after all.'* 

But although Mansfield talked thus encouragingly to rouse the 
Doctor's drooping courage, his flashing eye, distended nostril, 
and compressed lips, showed that he considered it no child's play, 
but an affair of life and death— one of those desperate scrapes 
which the hardy forester must sometimes expect to fall into, but 
which it requires all his skill and steadiness of nerve to get 
well out of. 

"Kamah/' said he, in a low, deep-toned voice, still keeping his 
eye steadily fixed on the spot where he supposed the tiger to be, and 
grasping his rifle more firmly — ^^Kamah, keep a good look-out, 
and try if you can mark him amongst the grass. — Steady, my 
lads ! " whispered he, setting his teeth and holding his breath, 
as another deep growl was heard, accompanied by that impatient 
switching of the tail which too certainly denotes an inclination to 
charge. " He is determined to fight, I see, and there is nothing 
for it but a well-directed volley. — But, as you value your lives, 
stir not, and reserve your fire till you can see him." 
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The Doctor^s teeth chattered, and a cold perspiration troke out 
upon his forehead at this unwelcome announcement; Charles, 
too, looked a little paler than usual, but his hand was steady, his 
eye quailed not, and the firm, though compressed expression of 
his mouth, showed that he was prepared to act like a man, when 
called upon to do so. 

" Bekho Sahib!'' whispered the Jemmadar, his fierce eye 
flashing fire, as he gently touched Mansfield on the shoulder, 
and pointed eagerly towards the spot from whence the sound 
proceeded. 

Mansfield strained his eyes in vain, to discover the object 
which had attracted the attention of the savage. 

A low rustling sound was heard amongst the long grass, as if 
the tiger were creeping cautiously forward, so as to bring himself 
within springing distance of his victims. It was a moment of 
fearful suspense; but Mansfield never altered a muscle of his 
countenance — his courage appeared to rise, as the danger became 
more imminent. 

The rustling sound ceased, and the ominous switching of the 
tail was again heard. 

'^ Now for it, lads ! death or victory ! " said Mansfield, in a 
low firm tone of voice, his proud lip curling haughtily as he drew 
himself up to his full height, and half raised the rifle to his 
shoulder. — " Be steady and don't throw your shots away ; there 
is life or death in every ounce of lead. — Ha ! '' — at this critical 
moment, he caught a hasty glimpse of the tiger's malignant green 
eye as he lowered his head for the fatal spring. Like a flash of 
lightning the trusty rifle poured forth its deadly contents. A 
roar — a bound — and the stricken monster rolled gasping at their 
feet, with a two-ounce ball buried in his skull. 

'^ Wallah! wallah!" shouted the Jemmadar, with uplifted 
hands, for once startled out of his stoical self-possession by the 
suddenness of the catastrophe. 

Charles and the Doctor stood as if petrified, gazing on the 



AN EVENTFUL DAY IN THE JUNGLE. 147 

fialleii tiger, and still grasping their weapons firmly, as if they 
expected him again to rise. 

"Od's my life, he's no' dead yet!'' roared the Doctor, 
bounding back some paces as the dying tiger gasped painfully 
for breath. " Well, Doctor, what is ' Mons Meg ' about ?," replied 
Mansfield, smiling; ''why don't you give him a dose of the 

The Doctor raised his piece with a trembling hand, and pulled 
the trigger: — the thundering report of Mons Meg made the 
woods ring — ^the tiger gathered up his limbs with a convulsive 
start, and then stretched them out, quivering in the last agonies, 
whilst the frothy blood bubbled from his mouth and nostrils. 

The Doctor, as if scared at his own temerity, threw down his 
gun, and, jumping behind Mansfield, peeped cautiously over his 
shoulder. 

''Od, I believe the grit-shot has settled him at last," cried he, 
rising on tiptoe, and clutching Mansfield's shoulder in an agony 
of nervous excitement — " he's just about gone ! — Od, there's 
another awfu' gape though — Mercy on us ! what gruesome teeth 
— there's another I Ha ! — ha ! that's the last — ^hurra ! hurra ! 
— ^he's dead ! " and the Doctor began dancing, and snapping his 
fingers, and laughing with a sort of hysterical giggle, as if the 
sudden revulsion of feeling from mortal terror to excessive joy 
had been too much for him, and had actually turned his brain. 

Charles, who had stood all the time perfectly motionless, with 
his forefinger resting on the trigger of his rifle, allowed the 
weapon to drop mechanically into the hollow of his arm, and 
grasping Mansfield's hand, wrung it hard, as he mentally returned 
thanks to the Almighty for their providential escape. His nerves 
had been strung to the highest pitch of excitement, and his heart 
was too ftdl to speak. 

''You have behaved gallantly, my boy!" said Mansfield, 
heartily returning the pressure of his hand : " the steadiness and 
presence of mind you have shown on this occasion would have 

L 2 
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done credit to the oldest sportsman in India, and with a few 
months^ more training, I would not wish for a stanncher hand to 
back me in a case of emergency. — Come, Doctor,'^ continued he, 
turning towards our medical friend, who still continued his 
gambols — " don't be ridiculous, but thank God for being in a 
whole skin, and load your weapon. This is no place to stand 
twirling our thumbs with empty barrels.^' 

Whilst the sportsmen re-loaded their rifles, Kamah went 
ferreting about amongst the long grass from whence the tiger 
had sprung, and now returned, dragging after him the carcass of 
the wounded doe, her head being crushed, and exhibiting evident 
marks of a tiger's paw. 

^' Ah ! this accounts for his facing us as he did,'* said 
Mansfield, stooping down to examine the head of the deer, ^' for 
in general a jungle tiger, who is not in the habit of seeing men, is 
glad to steal away unobserved. The brute must have just struck 
down the wounded deer, and was too hungry to abandon his prey 
without making a fight for it. However, that is all well over 
now, so let us be thankful, and get out of this infernal long grass 
with as little delay as possible ; there may be more of the family 
here yet for all we know.'' 

'' Od preserve us. Captain ! dinna be speakin' that way — if s 
enough to fright a body out o' his wits. Haste ye, lads, haste 
ye, we'll awa hame as fast as we can, and if you ever catch me 
plouthering through long grass again, you may cut my lugs afiF." 
So saying, the Doctor shouldered his fusee, and began to force his 
way through the tangled grass with desperate energy. 

Having gained the open ground, a council of war was held, 
and, as the sun was already high, it was agreed, much to the 
Doctor's relief, that the party should return to breakfast, and 
send out their Coolies for the game. 

^' The Lord be thanked for all His mercies ! " exclaimed the 
Doctor, fervently, when this plan was decided upon. 

But, alas ! short-sighted mortal, thou art not yet at home. 
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Little dost thou know of the many dangers which beset the path 
of the Forest Banger, 

^' Come, Doctor, cheer up, man,*' cried Mansfield, after they 
had proceeded some distance in silence ; ^' you look as melancholy 
as a gib-cat, or a man who is kept by an undertaker to let out at 
funerals. What with the Glenlivat last night, and the tiger this 
morning, your brains appear to be addled/' 

^^ Hoot, Captain, dinna' sae nae more about the Glenlivat, I 
have had nae luck since that confounded black bottle was put 
upon the table, and my head is just throughother with it to-day. 
Faith, you may say that a man wad need a cool head, and a steady 
hand, afore he yokes to this jungle work; ifs just a perfect 
tempting o' Providence ; and, if once I get safe back to the tents, 
by my troth, you may whistle on your thumb long enough afore 
you catch me at it again. But, Heaven save us ! — ^what's that ? '' 
shouted the Doctor, springing behind Mansfield, and seizing him 
by the arms, as a tremendous crash was heard amongst the 
bamboos, accompanied by a shrill scream, like the sound of a 
cracked trumpet. 

" Huttee! Suttee!'' shouted the Jemmadar, darting behind 
the shelter of a tree, and beckoning the others to follow his 
example. 

'^ Down ! down, for your lives I '' exclaimed Mansfield, in an 
audible whisper, at the same time crouching behind a tree and 
cocking his rifle. 

''This must be the far-famed elephant, which has been 
committing such ravages of late on the edge of the Forest ; and, 
if we can manage to kill him, it will be a glorious victory.'' 

The Doctor groaned aloud, in agony of spirit. 

'' Now, lads, mind what you are about, and if you only behave 
steadily, the day is our own. Keep perfectly still till he shows 
himself; — ^when I whistle he will lower his head to listen from 
whence the sound comes — ^take a steady aim at the hollow in his 
forehead, just above the insertion of the trunk, and, when I 
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whistle a second time^ fire together. But take care that you only 
fire one barrel, reserve the other and dash off, two to the right 
and two to the left, so that if he does not fall, he may find a clear 
space to make his first rush. They are stupid, short-sighted, 
animab, and if you keep quiet, we shall probably have time to 
reload before he discovers us ; at all events, we shall have our 
second barrels ready. Now, mind these directions; and you. 
Doctor, do, like a good fellow, try to keep your wits about 
you ; everything depends upon our steadiness, and the slightest 
mistake may cost us our lives.'' 

^^ The Lord have mercy on us ! This is awfu' work ! " groaned 
the poor Doctor, casting a rueful glance at his favourite 
" Mons Meg/' 

There was a moment of breathless silence. Another fearful 
crash was heard, and the gigantic brute, bursting into the open 
space, brandished aloft his ponderous trunk, like a knight entering 
the lists to do battle against all comers, and screamed forth hjs 
shrill note of defiance. He was a stupendous animal, a perfect 
mountain of flesh, full twelve feet high, with enormous tusks, and 
his little, twinkling, red eye, glared with the fire of madness. 

flourishing his trunk about, he snuflFed the tainted air> and his 
scream of rage, as he stamped upon the ground, announced that 
he was aware of the close proximity of his enemies, although he 
had not yet decided in which direction to make his headlong 
charge. 

'^Now, lads, steady, and reserve your fire till the proper 
time." 

Mansfield gave a low whistle. 

The elephant started, cocked his ears, and bent down his head 
in the attitude of listening. He was just in the right position, 
and Mansfield was in the act of raising his rifle, when, crack went 
" Mons Meg," with a report like a six-pounder, and the Doctor, 
throwing down his weapon, took to his heels, roaring lustily that 
the monster was after him. The poor Doctor's nerves had got 
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the better of him, and by an involuntary twitch of his forefingers, 
he had pulled the trigger when he least expected it. 

Mansfield and Charles fired, and both balls took effect in the 
head of the elephant, making the blood flow copiously ; but being 
discharged almost at random, and not planted in the correct spot, 
they only acted as stimulants to his rage. Uttering a shrill 
scream, he dashed madly forward, his mouth wide open, his tail 
on end, and his trunk upraised, to crush all which opposed his 
headlong career. 

Mansfield and Charles darted to one side, and fled for shelter 
behind the stem of a large teak tree. But the poor Doctor, 
whose senses were completely bewildered, ran blindly forward, 
and his red jacket, being much too conspicuous an object to 
escape the notice of the enraged elephant, his fate appeared 
inevitable. 

In vain did the panting wretch twist, and turn, and dodge 
amongst the trees, like a hunted jackal. The destroyer was close 
at his heels, following every turn with the perseverance of mortal 
hate. His strength was failing fast, and the fearful chase 
appeared to be drawing to a close. The trunk of the elephant was 
already stretched forward to grasp him, when he made a sudden 
turn ; the elephant overshot his mark, and, for one moment, was 
at fault, apparently uncertain in which direction his victim had 
fled. The Doctor, seeing his advantage, began, with all diligence, 
to climb the tree behind which he had sheltered himself. He was 
abeady several feet from the ground, and his arm was outstretched 
to grasp a branch which would have raised him to a pla<je of 
safety, when the elephant, catching a hasty glimpse of him, 
dashed forward with redoubled fury, twisted his trunk round 
his legs, hurled him to the ground, rushed upon him, as lie 
lay, stunned and bleeding, and, kneeling down, drove at him 
furiously with his enormous tusks, burying them up to the very 
root. 

At this moment, Mansfield, who had followed the chase. 
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dodging cautiously from tree to tree, in hopes that some lucky 
turn might give him a steady shot at the elephant^s head, came in 
sight of the bloody scene. 

"The Lord have mercy on his soul, for he is beyond the aid of 
man V' exclaimed he, dropping the butt-end of his rifle to the 
ground, and leaning against a tree, sick and giddy at the ghastly 
sight. 

The elephant rose from his knees, picked up the body of the 
unfortunate Doctor in his trunk, tossed it to a short distance, 
and stood gazing on his victim, with flaming eyes, as if gathering 
fresh breath, before he rushed at him again, to finish the work of 
death, by trampling him with his feet. 

" By Heavens you shall not complete your bloody work V^ 
muttered Mansfield, grinding liis teeth, and raising his rifle, with 
a steadiness of hand which never forsook him, even in the most 
desperate situations. The deadly bullet sped true to the mark, 
entering the eye, and burying itself in the brain of the elephant. 
The gigantic brute uttered one shrill scream of mingled rage 
and pain, and, sinking slowly to the ground, rolled over like a 
falling tower. 

Charles, followed by the Jemmadar, now came running to the 
scene of action, and by way of making sure, discharged both 
barrels into the head of the elephant, but he moved not; 
Mansfield's shot had done the work effectually. 

" And so there is an end of poor M'Phee,'' said Mansfield, 
casting a melancholy look on the breathless body of the poor 
Doctor, as it lay at his feet covered with blood and dust. " I 
feel a sad remorse of conscience for having persuaded the poor 
fellow to join in a dangerous sport for which he was so ill 
adapted. But it is worse than useless to make vain lamentations 
now. Kamahy do you cut a few stout bamboos ; we must prepare 
something in the shape of a litter to carry home the body.'' And 
Mansfield proceeded, instinctively, to re-load his rifle, whilst his 
proud lip quivered, and the unbidden tear started to his eye, for. 
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with all his haughty exterior, he had the soft heart of a woman. 
Charles completely overcome by the scene, threw himself at the 
root of a tree, and buried his face in his hands. And even the 
savage features of the Jemmadar were softened into something 
like pity, as he stood, with folded arms, gaa:ing on the work of 
destruction. 

" By Heavens, he still breathes ! '' cried Mansfield, dashing his 
rifle to the ground, and flying to raise the head of the poor 
Doctor, as a faint groan reached his ear. ^^This is indeed 
miraculous ! " — and hastily tearing open the jacket, he discovered, 
to his infinite joy, that, although his face was deadly pale, and 
his clothes smeared with blood and dirt, the Doctor's body was 
free from wounds. 

It appeared that the elephant, blinded, probably, by the blood- 
which flowed from the wounds in his forehead, had missed his 
aim, and instead of transfixing his victim, as he intended, had 
buried his tusks in the ground, on each side of his body, thus 
holding him down, as if within the prongs of an enormous pitch- 
fork, and, of course, covering him with the blood which flowed 
from his own wounds. In short, the Doctor, in spite of his 
ghastly and blood-stained figure, had escaped with no other injury 
than being stunned and severely bruised by the first toss. A 
strong dose of brandy, which Mansfield poured down his throat, 
soon revived him, and so far restored his spirits that he was 
enabled to examine the head of his fallen enemy, and discovered, 
to his immeasurable satisfaction, that some straggling drops of 
the grit-shot had actually taken effect. 

"Faith ^Meg,' my woman,'' said he, apostrophising the old 
fusee, which the Jemmadar had picked up and restored to him, 
" you have had a tight morning's work of it, and, by my troth, 
it will be long enough afore ye hae the like again, at least in my 
company. Captain, a wee drap mair out o' your bottle, if you 
please, for I feel a kind o' fainting about my heart. But, stout 
or faint, it will near forget the gude turn ye hae done me this 
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day. Here is your health, and my blessing be upon you and 
your trusty weapon ! ^' 

So saying, the Doctor gulped down his brandy, while the big 
tears of gratitude dimmed his eye, and finding himself wonderfully 
refreshed, limped off toward the camp, supported by his two 
young companions. 
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THE NIGHT MARCH. 

ELL, Doctor, how fares it with you?'' 
asked Mansfield, pulling aside the 
canvass door, and thrusting his 
head into the Doctor's tent, about 
three hours before daylight, on the 
morning after the memorable ele- 
phant-hunt, which had so nearly 
proved fatal to poor MThee. 

"Wha's yon?'' muttered the 
Doctor, with a grunt like a sick 
bear; partially opening his eyes, 
and suddenly closing them again, to exclude the light of the 
lantern which Mansfield carried in his hand. "What ails you, 
you misleer'd loon, to gang stavin' about the camp at this time 
o' night, wi' your cutty sark, and your lang spauls o' legs, and 
your bit bowet in your hand, for a' the world like the troubled 
speerit o' a departed tinkler, walking the earth in search o' his 
breeks ? If you canna' sleep yoursel', sir, I wish ye would find 
some other place to play your cantraips in, and no disturb the 
rest o' honest folk that want to sleep." And the Doctor, turning 
his back upon the unwelcome intruder with a stifled groan, 
and a catching of the breath, which showed that the effort 
cost him considerable pain, drew the bedclothes over his head. 
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and settled himself as if determined to answer no further 
question. 

"I beg your pardon, my dear Doctor, for disturbing you/' 
replied Mansfield, smiling at the poor Doctor's crusty humour. 
" I merely came to inquire after your health, and to ask whether 
you are well enough to undertake a march this morning, for we 
have a long way to go, and it is high time for us to think of 
striking the camp, if we are to move.'' 

''Umph ! " grunted the Doctor, tucking his knees up to his 
chin, and pulling the bedclothes farther over his head with an 
impatient jerk, as he felt the cold air creeping round the walls of 
the tent. 

'' But I see you are still in great pain, and am afraid you must 
be more seriously injured than you at first supposed. Come, 
man, let me look at you. I suspect you ought to lose a little 
blood, or, at all events, a repetition of the hot fomentation you 
appUed last night, might help to relieve you. Shall I call Heels, 
and desire him to prepare some hot water ? " 

" Where the deil did you learn the doctoring trade, may I 
ask?" growled the Doctor, thrusting his black muzzle from 
under the bedclothes, and looking askance at Mansfield over his 
shoulder : " do you suppose, sir, that I took out my degree at 
the College of Edinburgh for nathing ? or that I am soft enough 
to lie here, and let mysel' be sticket, and plotted wi' hot water, 
like an auld soo, by a daft, harumscarum, throughother, bletherin' 
loon o' a sodger, that has nae mair knowledge o' the noble science 
of pharmacy than my Granny? — and no that same — for she, 
honest woman, had some skill o' the rhumatis, and was no' an ill 
howdy, at a pinch — Awa ! out o' that I say, and dinna fash me 
nae mair wi' your havers, for I'm just perfect ramfeezled and 
disjaskit for want o' rest." 

" Well, well. Doctor," said Mansfield, striving to suppress a 
laugh, as he approached the bed, and patted the Doctor gently on 
the shoulder, " don't be so sulky about it, you old bear ; there is 
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no necessity for yonr moving, unless you like it ; so keep yourself 
quiet and try to sleep. I stall call you when breakfast is ready, 
and hope to find your temper improved, as well as your bodily 
ailments. Adieu, my old boy, and pleasant dreams to you.'' 

''Come back here. Captain," cried the Doctor, poking his head 
from under the clothes, and extending his long bony hand 
towards Mansfield, who was about to retire — '' Come back here, 
I tell you, and shake hands with me. Hoot, fie, sir ! what ails 
you to be in sic a dooms hurry ? I thought ye might hae kent 
better than to hae taken a cankered body at his word yon way/' 

" Well, old sulky," said Mansfield, returning and taking the 
Doctor's hand in his, " what is the matter now P " 

''You maun excuse me," said the poor Doctor, squeezing his 
hand affectionately ; " you maun excuse me, sir, for being a wee 
bit cankered ways this morning. Ye ken, sir, I'm gae short in 
the temper at the best o' times ; and I'm that sair birzed and 
churted, that, between that and the want o' rest, I'm just a wee 
thing mair cantankerous than ordinar. It was an ill-done thing, 
— ^it was an unco ill-done thing in me, sir, to speak sae short to 
you, to whom I owe my life. But I hope you'll excuse me. 
Captain, and believe that I'm no ungratefu', although the pain 
has made me a wee crabbit like." 

''No, no, my dear Doctor," said Mansfield, returning the 
pressure of his hand. " I know your honest heart too well to 
suspect you of ingratitude ; and a little fretfulness is excusable 
in one who has passed a sleepless night of suffering ; so pray 
do not make yourself uneasy about it, but keep quiet ; and, if 
you can only get a few hours' sleep, I have no doubt you will 
awake in such a good humour, that a child might play with you." 

" Thank you, thank you. Captain," said the Doctor, squeezing 
his hand hard. — " It's o'er good o' you to forgie me sae easily, 
and I'm just ashamed of mysel' for giving way to pain, and lying 
here, girning like an auld wife. I believe it's best for me to rise 
after a', for I canna sleep ; and^ as there are nae banes broken. 
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the exercise o' riding, and a good sweat, will, maybe, do me good. 
— Heels, ye black sinner ! — Heels, I say ! bring me my clothes/' 
So saying, the Doctor, with one mighty effort, and one fearful 
grunt, kicked his long legs out of bed, and sat upright. 

Mansfield, after trying in vain to dissuade him from his purpose 
— ^for the Doctor was as obstinate as a mule when once he got a 
crotchet in his head — ^lighted a candle from his lantern, and 
departed to rouse the camp, leaving the Doctor to be dressed by 
Heels, who was striving, as gently as possible, to insinuate his 
battered bmbs into the legs and sleeves of his garments. This 
operation, however, was not completed without extorting sundry 
groans and curses from the irritable patient, who, between the 
twitches of pain, might be heard muttering, between his clenched 
teeth, 

'' D — n the muckle black beast ! I believe he has yerkit every 
bane in my body out o' its place ; but I will hae my ain way 
in spite o' him. I will rise, though the deil should girn in 
my face.'' 

It is not yet within three hours of daylight ; but the moon, 
although sinking towards the western horizon, and now partially 
concealed by the waving tree-tops, still sheds a broken light upon 
the drowsy camp, chequering the dew-bespangled grass with 
strange fantastic shadows, and ever-changing spots of sparkling 
light. The wandering night-wind sighs through the forest, 
wafting to the ear the melancholy murmur of the lonely river, as, 
in solitary grandeur, it glides along its dark mysterious course, 
far, far away into the unknown wilderness. But no sound of Hfe 
is there — no living thing is seen to move in that sequestered spot. 
The white-robed figures of the natives, stretched at full length 
upon the ground, look like sheeted corpses in the cold moonlight. 
Silence reigns within the tents, and the death-like cabn, which 
prevades the whole scene, tends to impress the mind of the 
beholder with a solemn feeling of awe, as if he gazed upon a spot 
which, once indeed, had teemed with life^ but over which the cold 
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treath of the destroying angel had passed, during the silent 
watches of the night, leaving the forest winds, as they howled 
through the wilderness, to sing the dirges of the unburied dead. 

But hark ! — ^the cheerful notes of a bugle rise full and clear 
upon the still air, rousing the startled echoes, which slumbered 
deep amidst the gloomy arches of the forest ; and at that joyous 
sound, the drowsy camp, which so lately presented an image of 
death, suddenly bursts into Ufe, as if aroused from its trance by 
the mighty voice of a magician. The active Lascars are already 
busy in knocking up the tent-pegs ; their wildly-chanted song 
keeping time to the rapid stroke of their mallets. The horse- 
keepers bestir themselves to rub down and saddle their masters' 
steeds; the proud animals snorting and pawing the ground, as if 
impatient of their long rest, and eager for the chase. A confused 
jingling of bells, mingled with the grunting of camels, and the 
faint lowing of oxen, announce that the beasts of burden are also 
on the move. The dusky figures of the native servants may be 
seen flitting about like evil spirits, and jostling each other, in 
eager haste to pack up and dispatch their masters' baggage. 
Groups of women and children, shivering in the cold morning air, 
crouch round the numerous fires, for which the old Utter of the 
horses has furnished them a ready material : — their gaudy-coloured 
dresses, picturesque figures, and graceful attitudes, now thrown 
out in strong relief against the dark back-ground of trees, and 
again shrouded in comparative darkness, as the expiring fire, 
occasionally replenished by a handful of straw or dry leaves, sends 
up a bright sheet of bickering flame, and again subsides into a 
dull red glow. Here the kneeling form of a camel is distinctly 
seen by the Ught of a neighbouring fire, gnashing his long tusks, 
and threatening, with out-stretched neck, the busy natives who 
are employed in arranging his load ; and there the gigantic form 
of a stately elephant may be faintly traced, advancing slowly from 
amidst the surrounding darkness, like amoving tower; whilst, 
from the remoter clumps of trees, where the deepened gloom 
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renders the actors in the busy scene invisible, the wild song of 
the camel-drivers, intermixed with hearty maledictions denounced 
against the ancestors of some restive brute, which unwillingly 
submits itself to be accoutred for the march, come faintly borne 
on the night wind. Old Kanmh is the only one of the busy throng 
who appears unoccupied, as he leans against the stem of a tree, 
smoking a cheroot, and bearing in his hand a flaming torch, with 
which, in the capacity of guide, he has prepared himself, to direct 
the steps of the travellers through the dark paths of the forest, as 
well as to scare any wild animal which may happen to cross their 
path during the hour of darkness which must intervene between 
the setting of the moon and the appearance of daylight. 

In little more than an hour from the time the signal for 
moving had been given, every tent was struck, and the last camel 
loaded. And Mansfield, who maintained a sort of military 
discipline in his hunting camp, having remained to see the latest 
straggler quit the ground, our three friends mounted their horses, 
and, turning their backs upon the deserted camp-ground, struck 
into the forest by a different path from the one by which they 
had arrived ; it being their intention to return to the hills by a 
circuitous route, through the plains, where Mansfield expected to 
fall in with wild hog and antelope. 

The moon had by this time set ; and notwithstanding the light 
of the torch which old Kamah carried in front, the horsemen 
found some difficulty in preventing their horses from falling in 
the rugged path, along which, in spite of the deepened gloom, 
occasioned by the overhanging trees, their savage guide pursued 
his onward course, with a steadiness of purpose, and swiftness of 
foot which appeared almost miraculous. 

A little more than an hour's riding sufficed to carry them 
through the denser part of the forest, which was traversed almost 
in silence; the constant attention necessary to prevent their 
horses from stumbling over roots of trees, and other impediments, 
keeping them too fully occupied to admit of much conversation ; 
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neither did they encounter any of the savage denizens of the 
forest; although; more than once, a suspicious rustling among the 
branches made the poor Doctor^s heart rise to his throat, and 
forced upon his recollection^ with fearful distinctness, all the 
ghastly tales he had ever heard of night attacks from tigers and 
wild elephants. 

The first grey tints of morning were beginning to appear, as 
they emerged from the dense bamboo jungle, and entered a 
romantic valley, flanked by lofty hills, wooded almost to the top, 
and terminating in abrupt rocky crags, which reared their grey 
and thunder-riven summits to the clouds. 

And now streaks of purple and gold are spreading gradually 
over the eastern sky, against which is traced the fine bold outline 
of the mountain, which appears to rise perpendicular from the 
path, like a wall of black marble. But darkness still broods over 
the valley, and the silence of night is unbroken, save by the 
distant sound of falling water, or the wild plaintive cry of a stray 
plover. 

" The Lord be about us ! what na eldrich skirl is yon ? '' 
whispered the Doctor, seizing Charles's arm with a convulsive 
grasp, as the silence was suddenly broken by an unearthly voice, 
apparently amongst the rocks above, uttering a loud and sudden 
Waugh 1 Waugh ! followed by a half-suppressed scream, as 
of a person in the act of being strangled. '^ Oh ! Maister 
Charles, hear to that — ^what can it be ? It is surely something 
no canny.'' 

Waugh 01 Waugh 0! replied that wild mysterious voice, so 
close, that it appeared to the Doctor to be shrieking in his very 
ears — then an awful pause, and again the wailing cry was heard; 
but at so great a distance, that it appeared to proceed from 
some wandering spirit of darkness, flitting from place to place 
with more than mortal speed. 

''Why, I really do not know what to make of it," replied 
Charles : '' I should take it to be the voice of some wild animal. 
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probably a hyena^ only that I am puzzled to account for the 
sudden and noiseless manner in which it shifts from place to 
place/^ 

^'Na! Nal Maister Charles^ there is something no just so 
canny as a wild beast there, take my word for it. But we had 
better ride on and ask the Captain; for if we bide here ony 
longer, it will, maybe, come and grip us in the dark/' So saying, 
the Doctor clapped spurs to his horse, and cantered after 
Mansfield, who had now got some distance ahead. 

"Heard what?'' asked Mansfield, smiling at the anxious 
manner with which the Doctor inquired whether he had "heard 
ycm!^ — " Do you mean the owl P '' 

" The hoolet, sir ? " 

"Yes, just the hoolet^ as you call it; for I can assure you the 
savage cry you heard just now, although I confess it sounds 
rather unearthly, is nothing more than the cry of the great homed 
owl. Often and often, during my rambles in the forest, have 
I been warned of the approach of day by that same ghostly 
watchman, and well do I know his ugly voice.'' 

" A hoolet ! a hoolet ! " cried the Doctor. " Od, sir, do you 
think to mak a fool o' me, and gar me believe that sic an 
unearthly skirl as yon came frae the throat of a hoolet, or ony 
other bird that was ever clockit ? Na, na, sir ! I'll no believe 
the like o' yon — ^you maun no hae heerd it right. That sound 
was na uttered by ony craiter o' this world, and sae some o' us 
will find to our cost ere lang." 

"What the devil do you suppose it is, then?" asked Mansfield 
impatiently. 

" Whist, Captain ! speak laich, for ony sake," whispered the 
Doctor, drawing closer to him, and seizing him by the arm. 
"It's the Banshee, sir — ^ifs the Banshee, as sure as I'm a 
miserable sinner ; and tak my word for't, nae good ever comes o' 
hearing her ill-omened wail. A hoolet, indeed ! na, na, that's 
nae hoolet ! " and the Doctor shook his head mournfully ; for 
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although a sensible man in other respects^ he had never been able 
entirely to divest himself of the superstitious ideas which had 
been instilled into his mind^ almost with his mother's millr ; and 
like many of his countrymen, in the same sphere of life, he fully 
believed in the existence of that harbinger of death, the Banshee. 

"Well, well. Doctor,^' replied Mansfield, laughing, "you, 
being a Scotchman, ought to know more about the Banahee than 
I do : but if that be she, I can only say, her style of singing does 
but little credit to the country from whence she comes/' 

" She was na singing — she was greetin'," — ^replied the Doctor, 
with great naivete, 

" Well, laughing or greeting, she has a cursed ugly voice of 
her own. But hark ye. Doctor,'' continued Mansfield, unslingiug 
his rifle, and carefully examining the caps by the light of the 
torch, to satisfy himself that they had not been injured by the 
damp— "you had better not lag so far behind as you did just 
now, for the Jemmadar tells me this ravine is dreadfully infested 
by tigers; and if we fall in with one of these fly-by-night 
gentlemen, retiring to his lair with an empty stomach, you will 
find it rather a more serious business than hearing the Banshee, 
although you appear to think that bad enough." 

"Bad enough, bad enough, indeed," muttered the poor 
Doctor, plying the spurs vigorously, and urging the unwilling 
"Smiler" into a trot. 

The party had proceeded about a quarter of a mile, and had 
reached a turn in the road, which being overhung by a dense 
mass of trees was so intensely dark, that, without the assistance 
of the torch, the horsemen could not have seen their own length 
in front of them, when the Doctor's horse, which as usual had 
fallen behind the rest, suddenly stopped short, and, uttering a 
loud snort, began to tremble violently, as if overcome by mortal 
fear. 

" Captain ! Captain ! " shouted the Doctor, plying his stick 

furiously in the vain attempt to make " Smiler " move — " oh, 

ic 2 
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Captain^ for ony sake come here ! — ^the beast surely sees some- 
thing uncamiy^ for he'll no stir an inch, in spite o' me ! '' — 
and again a shower of blows descended npon poor ^' Smiler's " 
sounding ribs. 

Mansfield and Charles, who were a little in advance, imme- 
diately pulled up ; but ere they could turn their horses' heads, 
a terrific roar was heard — a crash— a wild scream — and the 
ill-starred Doctor, with his struggling horse, were borne to the 
earth by some heavy body, which, flashing for an instant in the 
torchlight, darted from the bank above with the velocity of a 
thimder-bolt. 

It was too dark to distinguish objects on the ground ; but it 
was evident from the violent struggle which ensued, and the 
piteous moaning of the poor horse, that he was trying to free 
himself from the grasp of some powerful animal, 

'' Bagh! bagh!" shouted the J^»2«ww/fl5r, hurling his torch in the 
direction from whence the sound proceeded. 

"Here, Kamah, hold this beast,'' cried Mansfifild, jumping 

from his terrified horse, and throwing the reins to the Jemmadar; 

as, by the faint light of the expiring torch, he discovered a 

panther clinging to the prostrate body of the horse, with his 

teeth and claws firmly fixed in the throat of the dying animal, 

who had now almost ceased to struggle, and drew his breath in 

thick gasping sobs, as the throttling savage, with a malignant 

growl of satisfaction, sucked the warm blood from his ebbing 

veins. 

" This is a bad light," said Mansfield, shaking his head, and 

recovering the rifie, which he had brought to his shoulder, the 

flame of the torch having sunk so low, as to render surrounding 

objects almost invisible. '' I wish to Heaven it would blaze up 

again, and allow me to see whereabouts the poor Doctor lies, for 

I have as good a chance of hitting him as the panther, if I risk a 

ifa)Ot in the dark. Ha 1 that wiU do." 

\ sadden gust of wind fanned the expiring torch into a bright 



THE NIGHT MARCH. 165 

flame, lighting up the ghastly scene with more brilliancy than 
ever. The panther, startled by the sudden light, quitted his 
hold of the horse, and grinning fiercely, shrunk into a crouching 
attitude, as if prepared to spring on his assailant. 

" Now, then, you snarling devil ! " muttered Mansfield, laying 
his cheek against the stock of his rifle, with as much cool 
deliberation as if he were about to fire at a fiaark; biit ere he 
had brought the fine-drawn sight to bear upon its object, a 
convulsive kick from the dying horse struck. the fiery end of 
the torch, and sent it flying among the bushes. — Tk^ air was 
filled with a shower of glittering sparks— ^and again all was 
darkness. 

''A spear! a spear ! ^ shouted Mansfield, mad with disap- 
pointment, laying aside his rifle, and snatching at a spear which 
Charles carried in his hand. ''Quick, man, before he moves! 
I can pin him to the ground where he Hes. — Ha ! who fired 
that shot?'' 

A bright flash — a sharp report — ^aiid then a gasping bubbling 
sound was heard, as of an animal stiflib^-iil his o#n blood. 

" Hurra ! '^ shouted the Doctor; from ainidst the gloom ; the 
unexpected but welcome cheer Coming to the ears of his com- 
panions like a voice from the dead. '' Hurra, lads ! he's dead, 
he's dead ! — Come here, some o' you. For ony sake; come here 
and help me to get my 1^ out frae below the horse, for it's 
amaist smashed. This way! this way! ye needna be 'feared; 
I've dang the life out o' him fairly." 

" What do you think of the auld Doctor, noo ? " exclaimed 
M'Phee, brandishing with a triumphant air a huge horse-pistol; 
as Mansfield and Charles busied themselves in extricating him 
from the dead horse. ''Was na that weel done. Captain? — 
Easy ! easy wi' me, lads, for I'm that sair birzed wi' yesterday's 
work, that I canna thole to be touched amaist. Wasna that weel 
done, I say ? Od, ye hae often laughed at my old grandfaither's 
pistol, but I telt you it would come to use some day or other. 
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and sae it has^ at last. O^ man^ but Fm stiff ! " continned he^ as 
he got upon his legs^ with the assistance of his two companions, 
and seated himself on a bank. 

" By heavens, it was well done ! '* exclaimed Mansfield, 
grasping the Doctor's hand with enthusiasm ; for he was really 
attached to the worthy man, and his heart was filled with 
gratitude to Heaven for his wonderful escape, and admiration of 
the unwonted spirit he displayed on the occasion. " Well done, 
and coolly, as anything I ever saw. Why, Doctor, you have 
come out in a new character — a very dare-devil; but, as you say, 
it was fortunate for you, and, indeed, for all of us, that you had 
the old pistol at hand, and presence of mind to use it; for, to 
tell you the truth, when the light was extinguished, I began to 
have rather unpleasant forebodings as to the termination of 
our adventure/^ 

'Taith, ye may say that," replied the Doctor: "I was sae 
dumb-foundered, and taken by surprise at first, when I found 
myseF sprawling on the ground, like a cripple puddock, and 
heard the worry, worry o^ the blood-thirsty deevel, as he rugged 
and rived at poor ' Smiler^s ' throat, that I just gied mysel^ up 
for lost — and then that awfu^ cry we heard the now came into 
my mind. — Ye needna laugh, sir, for I tell ye there was something 
no canny in that cry. — And I thought my hour was come, and 
then I prayed for mercy on my sinfu^ soul. — ^And wi^ that, I 
appeared to get new strength and courage. — And then I minded o' 
the auld pistol I had put in the holster ; and the wee df ap Heelaud 
blood I hae in my veins began to boil. — And, says I to myself 
' D — ^n you, for a muckle gimin cat ! Tm a match for ye yet ! ' 
— And, wi^ that, I lifted mysel^ cannily on my elbow, and whippit 
the pistol out o^ the holster, and clappit it to his lug, and dang 
the life out o^ him afore he had time to wink. Ha! ha! Captain, 
you see there is some good stuff in the auld Doctor yet ; although 
I maun confess, my nerves rather got the better o^ me yesterday. 
But that was a' the effects o^ the Glenlivat, ye ken. Eh, Captain ?'' 
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— and the worthy Doctor grinned, and rubbed his hands with 
evident satisfaction. 

" Tut, tut ! never mind what happened yesterday/' said 
Mansfield, encouragingly; "you have behaved like a man this 
morning, at all events, and so 'let byganes be byganes,' as you 
say yourself. But are you not hurt? — Fm sure you got a 
terrible roll/' 

" Hoot, fie, no ! " replied the Doctor, " I came down in a fine 
saft place, amang the lang grass. But Fm so cursedly warped 
in the back, after yesterda/s toolzie, that the shake I got has 
just put me wee throughother, and gart me feel faint-like about 
the heart. Maister Charles, if ye will just be good enough to 
look in the other holster, and gie me a wee bit flask ye'll find 
there ; I think a drap out o' it wiU maybe do me good. The 
horse-pistol has done us a good turn already, and now we'll try 
what effect the pocket-pistol will hae. — -Ha I ha ! ha ! Captain." 
Here the Doctor chuckled, and poked Mansfield facetiously in 
the ribs, " You see, Fm an old soldier, and aye march with twa 
pistols — ane for my enemies, and anither for my friends. Here, 
sir, take a sup o't, it will warm your heart this cold morning." 

The dew having fallen so heavily during the night, as almost 
to wet through their thin clothing, neither Mansfield nor Charles 
made any objection to the Doctor's proposal; and Charles, who 
was blessed with a youthful appetite, that never failed him under 
any circumstances, having produced some biscuits and a piece of 
cold venison, from the holsters of his saddle, our three friends 
seated themselves on the grass ; and the energy with which the 
worthy Doctor applied himself to gnawing the bones, after having 
whetted his appetite by a hearty pull at his pocket-pistol, proved 
that, however stiff his other joints might be^^ his jaws, at least, 
had escaped uninjured. 

Day had, in the meantime, been rushing on with that rapidity 
peculiar to a tropical climate, and, ere their hasty meal was 
finished, nature burst into life ; and the glorious sun, rising in 
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fiery splendour^ poured a flood of golden light into that 
sequestered valley — the gloomy mountain-pass, which, an hour 
before, in the darkness and silence of night, appeared a fitting 
haunt for prowling beasts and birds of evil omen, now smiling in 
all the luxuriant beauty of Oriental scenery. 

The woods, sparkling with dew-drops, festooned with beautiful 
flowering creepers, and echoing to the tender cooing of turtie- 
doves ; birds of gorgeous plumage, wheeling, in joyous gambols, 
amongst the lofty tree-tops ; the bahny morning air, loaded with 
perfume, and breathing melody, — all conspired to soothe and 
calm the rufiled spirits, to soften one's very nature, and make 
the most careless observer, in his inmost heart, acknowledge and 
worship the Almighty Power, which had given birth to so 
much beauty. 

^'Wliat a heavenly scene is this!'' exclaimed Charles, after 
gazing for some minutes in silent admiration. 

'^It is, indeed, a heavenly scene," replied Mansfield; "and 
yet how treacherous are its beauties ! — How strange the thought, 
that this lovely spot should be the chosen haunt of wild beasts — 
its perfumed atmosphere a compound of deadly vapours ; — looking 
an earthly paradise, yet teeming with pestilence and death, like 
a lovely woman, wi^h the exterior of an angel, cherishing a d;mon 
in her heart I Methinks a group of danciag wood-nymphs 
would form an appropriate foreground to such a picture; and 
yet, behold the stem reality — ^a band of armed men — a naked 
savage, but one degree removed from the beasts that perish ! — 
mangled carcasses — death in its most ghastly form — and the 
steam of reeking gore, ascending to heaven, mingled with the 
incense of flowers 1 How forcibly doth such a contrast as this 
bring to one's recollection the melancholy truth, that fallen man 
has brought sin and suffering into the world !" 

" Indeed, sir, what you say is o'er true. It's just a mischancy 
bit, this same glen ; and, bonny though it be, I wish we were 
well out o' it ; for, after what we hae heard this blessed morning. 
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it were a mere tempting o' Providence to bide here ony longer. 
And^ oh; sir^'^ casting a ruefol glance at the mangled remains of 
poor ''Smiler/' "is it no a sair sight to look at that poor beast 
lying cold and stiff there, and the bonny green grass steepit in 
his blood, and the snn shining sae bright, and the bit birdies 
singing sae blythe and happy, as if there was nae snch thing as 
death in the world ? And it would be just the same, though 
you or me were lying there in his place. — ^Poor ' Smiler ' — ^poor 
^Smiler/ ye were a good honest beast, although a wee short in 
the temper, like myself. But you and me will never cast out 
nae mair.^' And the poor Doctor, drawing the back of his large 
hand across his eyes, pulled a flint and steel from his pocket, 
and proceeded to strike a light for his cheroot, humming, as he 
did so, a melancholy Scotch ditty. 

" Well, Doctor, you certainly are an unlucky dog in some 
things,*' said Charles, smiling at the Doctor's rueful countenance; 
''and I must say that, of late, you have come in for monkey's 
allowance, or worse ; but if you do get into scrapes, it must be 
allowed you have a wonderful knack of getting out of them again. 
Just look back to the last four and twenty hours : within that 
short space of time, you have been at the killing of a tiger on 
foot ; you have had an elephant playing at pitch-and-hustle with 
your unfortunate carcass ; and have taken the scalp of a panther, 
single-handed. And here you are, resting on your laurels, and 
smoking a cigar, as if nothing had happened— a trifle battered, 
to be sure, and minus your old horse, but covered with glory, 
and having a trophy in that panther-skin, which will, no doubt, 
be preserved by the next ten generations of MThees, as a 
memento of their illustrious ancestor. Come, come, my dear 
Doctor, cheer up, and do not look so miserable about it; for, 
after all, you have much to be thankful for.'' 

" Aye, Maister Charles, what you say is very true. I hae, 
indeed, much to be thankfu' for ; and I trust I am no ungratefu' 
for the providential way in which my life has been spared. But, 



170 THE OLD FOREST BANGER. 

foolisli thongli it be^ I canna look at that poor beast^ without 
feeling as if I bad lost an auld and trusty friend/^ And the 
Doctor began to puff his cheroot furiously, as if annoyed with 
himseK for being possessed of a good heart. 

The baggage and followers had by this time come up, and the 
dead panther having been placed upon the elephant, a fresh horse 
was saddled for the Doctor. The Jemmadar was dismissed with 
a handsome present of ammunition and tobacco ; and, leaving the 
remains of poor " Smiler ^' to become a prey to the vultures, the 
three horsemen cantered off at a round pace, in hopes of reaching 
the village where they intended to halt, before the heat of the 
day had become oppressive. 

The poor Doctor was so disconcerted by the loss of his faithful 
steed, that he did not recover his wonted spirits for the rest of 
that day; and, affcer having tried in vain to convince his com- 
panions that the mysterious voice, which they attributed to an 
owl, was a supernatural warning of poor " Smiler's " tragical end, 
he gave up the point, and rode on, smoking his cheroot in moody 
silence. But, from that day to this, he never exhibits the 
panther's skin, or tells the story of the night march, without 
assuring his hearers that, '^as true as death,^^ he heard the 
Bcmshee, 



CHAPTER Xn. 

THE HALT. 

pHE blazing Indian sun was already bigh 

in the heavens, and the reflected heat, 
from the scorched earth, was becom- 
ing pamfully oppressive, ere our 
three horsemen came in sight of the 
sequestered village, where they in- 
tended to halt for the day. The cool 
tank, near which it was situated, 
reflected brightly, from ifa glassy 
surface, the stru^li:^ sunbeams 
which found their way through the 
dense grove of tamarind and Indian flg-trees, by which it was 
overshadowed ; promising to the wearied traveller the gratefcd 
luxuries of deep shade and a refreshing bath. The panting 
steeds, which, for the last hour, had been pioddiag along the 
deep sandy road, with drooping heads and languid steps, pri(ied 
their ears, expanded their wide nostrils, parched with heat and 
clogged with fine particles of sand ; and, uttering a low neigh of 
satisfaction, started off at a lively canter towards the welcome 
halting-place. 

"The liord be thanked!" exclaimed the Doctor, throwing 
himself &om the saddle the moment he entered the grove, and 
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stretching his gaunt limbs at full length under the shade of a 
tamarind-tree. 

'' The Lord be thanked ! this day's work is over, anyhow," — 
and pulling a flint and steel from his hunting-pouch, he struck 
a light, applied the tinder to a formidably large Trinchinopoly 
cheroot, which he had already deposited in the comer of his 
mouth ; pulled the peak of his cap weU over his face, folded his 
arms on his chest, and, closing his eyes, abandoned himseK to the 
fall enjoyment of the narcotic weed. " Hech, sirs, but this is 
real luxury ! Ye may talk o' the luxury o' a cigar to warm your 
nose on a frosty night, or a merescham pipe of old canaster, to 
keep the fog out o' a body's lungs on a misty morning ; but gie 
me a shady tree, and a good long Trinchinopoly, after a twenty 
miles' march, in an Indian sun. Thaf s the real luxury — ^thaf s 
the thing to soothe the tingling nerves, and check the boiling o' 
the fevered blood, and fill a body's head wi' pleasant thoughts, 
and gar him feel as though he were in Paradise. Heich, sirs, it's 
fine, — ^it's just a perfect cordial ^" 

'^ I am glad to see you looking so comfortable, my old boy," 
said Mansfield, as he loosened the girths, and removed the bridle 
from the head of his smoking horse. " I was afraid you would 
be completely knocked up, for it has been a long and a hot 
march, to say nothing of your adventure with the panther ; but, 
if we may judge by appearances, you seem to be in a fair way of 
recovering " 

''Hoot, fie! what for no?" grunted the Doctor, without 
unclosing his eyes. '' Im no' just that far through yet — na, na, 
lad, it's no' the rattling cart that coups the soonest ; there's a 
heap o' life in me yet, for a' that's come and gane. That brulzie 
I had with the elephant yesterday has gart the banes rattle in 
my skin a wee ; and, as I telt you afore, I'm a trifle warped in 
the back ; but I'm no going to coup the creels on you yet — ^na, 
11% I'm finely noo — ^I'm finely noo. Yon hot ride has done me 
^ hantle o^ good, although I maun confess it wasna the 
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pleasantest remedy in the world. O man^ but them cheroots are 
prime tobaccy. Will ye try ane. Captain?^' 

^' Not now, thank you," replied Mansfield, as he busied himself 
in adjusting a halter round his horse^s neck, and fastened him to 
the stem of a tree. " I must rub down poor little 'Challenger' 
first, for he is steaming with heat, and I would not have him get 
a stroke of the land-wind for ten times his value. No, my 
beauty, I should never be able to mount myseK so well again,'' 
continued Mansfield, patting affectionately the arched neck of the 
beautiful creature, whose fleetness had gained for him the s^etw 
of honour in many a well-contested field, and whose glossy grey 
skin was now changed to purple, by excessive heat and perspi- 
ration. The sagacious animal turned his head, as if he understood 
the compliment paid him, and gently rubbed his soft velvet muzzle 
against his master's bronzed cheek. " Ay, Chally, boy, give me 
a kiss ; you and I have had many a hard day's work together, 
and shall have many more, please Pate, if care and good grooming 
be of any avail. Quiet, you little tiger, — quiet, I say — ^you are 
as fuU of tricks as a young monkey." 

" Od, Captain, but that's a fine canny beast o' yours," said the 
Doctor, raising himself lazily on one elbow. '' ' Smiler,' poor beast 
— ^he's deed and gone now — ' Smiler' and me were gae good friends, 
too, when our tempers warna out o' order ; but, at the best o' 
times, I wadna like to play wi' him yon way. Na, na, he wasna 
to be compared to your horse. Captain." 

''I should think not I" replied Mansfield, smiling at the 
simplicity of the Doctor, in attempting to draw a comparison 
between the defunct "Smiler" and his favourite "Challenger." 

"They say in Scotland, sir, that 'a good man is good to his 
beast ;' and if that be true, you maun be an unco good man, and 
I as ill a ane ; for there are you and Maister Charles, strapping 
away at your horses like two regular bred Gorai-wallaAs, while I 
am lying here, at my ease, and that poor beast, you were good 
enough to gie me the loan o', standing reeking there, like a half- 
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slockeued lime-kiln. Fm no' very good at the grooming, sir, 
Fm fear'd, but FU try what I can do/' 

''No, no, never mind. Doctor,'' replied Mansfield; ''he is a 
hardy old fellow, that, and weU used to it; just loosen his girths, 
and throw your cloak over his loins, and there is no fear of him. 
See, here comes the Cotwall, so, if you wish to make yourself 
useful, you had better speak to him, and try to procure some 
forage for the horses, and some materials for our tiffin, for, it 
strikes me, we shall be quite ready for it by the time the servants 
arrive with the cowne-baskets. Mind, Doctor, plenty of eggs, a 
fowl or two, and, I think, after this long march, we must treat 
our followers to a sheep." 

"Aye, aye. Captain, let me alone for looking after the victual- 
ling department ! Fll take care that we have plenty. De'il hae 
me, if ever I seed the like o' yon !" continued the Doctor, as the 
Cotwall approached, shuffling along in his embroidered ycilow 
slippers ; his ample robes floating in the breeze, and twirling his 
mustache with that self-sufficient swaggering air, which your 
good Mussulman, particularly if he be a man in authority, thinks 
it necessary to assume, when about to address an inferior, or even 
an equal. " Just see to the airs the long, blackaviced, tinker- 
like, slouch o' a fellow is putting on. Fm thinkin' he mistakes 
us for a parcel o' travelling half-caste apothecaries ; and, by my 
troth, we're black enough, and dirty enough, to pass for ony 
thing. Aye, I see fine what he would be at ; he's going to come 
the big man o'er us. Ha ! ha ! FU hae some fun with this 
birky." Then, in a tone of command, — " Idder aou, you Cotwall" 

The Cotwall advanced, twirling his mustache, with a super- 
cilious grin, and stared the Doctor full in the face. 

" Weel, Maister CotwaU, what vivars may this village o' yours 
aflFord ? It looks gae poor like, I maun confess ; but I suppose 
ye can get us a wheen eggs, and a howtawdy, and a pickle strae 
for the naigs — eh?" 

The Cotwall smiled a grim smile, but made no answer. " What 
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are ye girnin' at, ye black pagan ?'' growled the Doctor; ^'hae 
ye nae English ?" 

'^Engliss?^^ replied the Cotwall, with an impudent stare, 
"Engliss ? O iss, sar, Engliss I can speak very proper. Suppose 
Faringee-man speak Engliss, that time I understand.'' 

^* Earingee-man ! — Speak English !— De'il be in his black skin, 
he takes me for a Portuguese cook, and says I canna speak 
EngUsh!'' 

Mansfield and Charles, who were watching the scene with 
much interest, laughed till their sides ached, but did not attempt 
to spoil sport by interfering. 

"Chickens! — ^Eggs! — Strae for the horses!'' shouted the 
Doctor, at the very top of his voice. " That's plain English, I'm 
sure, — do ye understand me now ?" 

'' Wah! Wak!'' exclaimed the Cotwall, raising his eyebrows 
with a look of intelligence, " Shiken ! — ^yeggees ! — abbah ! now 
I understand. Suppose Earingee-man give Imckahish — ^preshent — 
that time I make enquiry." 

" Give present, indeed ! Troth, my man, ye'r no' blate ! 
What should I see in your ill-faurt face to gie you a present, ye 
muckle Malabar soo, eh ? when ye ken if s your duty to provide 
travellers wi' what they want, and to be ceevil to them into the 
bargain. Be off, now, and get what I want directly, afore ye set 
my birse up, else I'll kick you, like a fut-ba', firae this to the 
bazaar, and back again. Start, I say !" and the Doctor raised 
his foot, as if about to carry his threat into effect. 

*^ Wahl Wah I — what for Earingee-man so much bobbery 
make P" replied the Cotwall, in an angry tone, but, at the same 
time, retiring a few paces, and looking rather aghast at the 
Doctor's warlike demonstrations. *' Suppose Master speak civil 
word, that time I do Master's business." And, turning towards 
the village, with a less consequential strut than he had assumed 
at first, the CotwaU shuffled off, in no very amiable mood, to 
execute the Doctor's commands. 
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'^ Od's my life^ things are come to a pretty pass indeed^ when 
an M.D. o' the College of Edinburgh is taken for a half-caste 
apothecary^ or a Portuguese cook^ bearded by a lousy Cotwall, 
and telt^ to his very face^ that he canna speak English V — and 
the Doctor^ uttering a surly grunt^ threw himself once more 
at the root of the tree^ and began to puff furiously at his 
cheroot. 

"WeU, Doctor, have you settled it at last?'^ cried Charles, 
laughing mischievously, and rather anxious to encourage the feud 
than otherwise. " I must say the fellow used you with but scant 
ceremony. I do believe he takes you for a half-caste in earnest.'' 

*' Never ye mind/' replied the Doctor, rather sulkily ; " strap 
away at your horse, Maister Charles, and let me alane to settle 
the Cotwall; I'll gar him open his een, afore I've done wi' him, 
else my name is no' MThee." 

The Cotwall returned, before the Doctor's cheroot was finished, 
followed by two crouching villagers, one carrying in his hand a 
couple of half-starved, consumptive-looking chickens, and the 
other bending under a huge bundle of dirty litter. This, the 
Cotwall asserted, was the best the village afforded, and in a 
bullying tone demanded, not only double the price of the articles, 
but a present for his own trouble in procuring them. 

The Doctor's blood began to boil, for he had a horror of being 
imposed upon by any one, and more particularly by a native : 
but, curbing his wrath, by a strong effort, he asked quietly why 
there were no eggs ? 

" Yeggees, sar ! " replied the Cotwall, with an impudent grin — 
for the Doctor's quiet manner had inspired the bully with fresh 
confidence. " Yeggees, no can find — this very poor village, sar — 
shiken, in this village no can make yeggees — ^look, sar ! " — 
pointing to the two wretched specimens of the Gallina, which 
were fluttering in the bony grasp of the no less wretched villager ; 
" that shiken too muchie tin — ^how can that shiken make yeggees 
—eh?" 
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The sneering tone^ in which this was said^ was too much for 
tiie Doctor's forbearance. 

'^ De'il be in my skin, but Fll learn you better manners, afore 
we part ! " cried he, starting to his feet, and seizing the Cotwall 
by the beard. "How dare you stand there, giming in a 
gentleman's face, ye lang-legged ne^er-do-weel ? Is it no enough, 
that ye hae been rapping out lee upon lee, for the last ten 
minutes, till ye are amaist black in the face, without yoking at 
the hinnerend, to laugh at your ain wit — eh, you misleer'd 
loon V Here the Doctor gave the unfortunate CotwalPs beard a 
tremendous shake, extorting a yell of agony from that dignified 
personage, and inspiring the timid natives, who accompanied him, 
with such mortal fear that they dropped their loads, and fled for 
their hves. 

"Will you ever presume to insult a gentleman again?'* 
shouted the Doctor, giving biTn another shake that made his teeth 
xattle in his head. " Will you, you black sinner ? '' 

" Ne, Sahiil — Allah, Allah!*' shrieked the trembling CotwaU. 

" Aha, my fine fellow ! I thought I would make you open your 
eyes afore I was done wi' you. Do you think the hens will lay 
any eggs now, ye leein tyke P Will they, ye limb o' Satan — 
eh ? " Here another tremendous shake. 

"iV^, Sahib I — Master make pardon this one time — ^I very bad 
man — aplenty lie I tell. — Master please to let go my beard, that 
time I make plenty yeggees come — plenty yeggees — I tell true 
word.'' 

^' Weel then, see that ye do so, and be quick about it. And 
I say ! — just try if ye can persuade the hens to look a wee thing 
fatter at the same time — do ye hear ? " So saying, the Doctor 
relaxed his hold of the CotwalPs beard, and, spinning him round, 
gave him a shove, which projected him several yards on his way 
towards the village. 

The crest-fallen functionary, right glad to make his escape, 
shuffled off with great precipitation, till he thought himself at a 
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safe distance, when he stopped, adjusted his disordered robes, 
stroked his insulted beard, to assure himself that it still adhered 
to his chin, and giving his mustache a fierce twirl, as he faced 
round towards the Doctor, spat upon the ground in token of 
insult and defiance. 

'' Ha ! my lad, is that the way oH ? Just bide there, till I get 
a grip o' your goat^s beard again,'^ — and the Doctor, jumping 
once more to his feet, made a furious rush forward. But the 
Cotwally like a yelping cur, who perceives that a stone is about to 
be flung at his head, turned tail, without farther warning ; and, 
starting oflf at a pace, which must have occasioned no little 
surprise in those accustomed to his usual stately official strut, 
never stopped till he found himself safely within the walls of the 
village. 

^' Hurra ! here comes the Teon, with the cotorie-baskets, at 
last,^^ cried Charles, rubbing his hands with glee, at the prospect 
of a good breakfast, as a tall, handsome-looking Peon approached, 
followed by two naked Coolies, covered with dust and perspiration, 
each balancing across his shoulder an elastic bamboo, from either 
end of which was suspended a circular rattan basket with a 
conical top, covered with green oil-cloth, and secured by a brass 
padlock. 

The wearied Coolies, having deposited their loads at the root of 
a tree, with a deep grunt, expressive of the relief they felt in so 
doing, rubbed their aching shoulders, and, approaching Mansfield 
in a crouching posture, with the palms of their hands brought 
together, and raised to their foreheads, in the attitude of suppli- 
cation, patted their empty stomachs — which had been drawn in 
for the occasion, till they nearly touched the back-bone — in the 
most expressive manner. Mansfield, who perfectly understood 
their signals, smiled good-naturedly, and promised, that, in 
consideration of the long march, a couple of sheep should be 
distributed amongst them, as soon as the other followers came up. 
At this joyful intelligence, the wrinkled stomachs immediately 
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resumed their natural form ; all the fatigues of the march were 
forgotten; and the poor simple-hearted creatures — ^to whom a 
good meal of animal food was an event in their lives — after 
making a number of the most profound salaams, bounded off to 
refresh themselves by a dip in the cool tank, and to prepare their 
primitive cooking apparatus for the promised feast. 

" Now then, if we could only get a good fat hen to brander, 
and a wheen eggs to make an omelet, Fm thinkin', wi' the help 
o' these cold vivars, and twa or three bottles o' this light claret, 
we may manage to make an indififerently-good breakfast, or tiffm 
rather ; for Fm thinkin' the day has ta^en the turn afore now.'^ 
So said the Doctor, half soliloquising and licking his lips, as he 
busied himself in unpacking the contents of the cotorie-baskets, 
consisting of a cold buffalo's hump, a tongue or two, biscuits, 
rice, and other eatables ; together with a goodly store of French 
claret, Hodson's ale, and brandy. 

'^Methinks you may do that same with safety, friend 
-Ssculapius,'' said Mansfield, tapping him on the shoulder ; " and 
say grace afterwards, with a clear conscience ; provided you have 
breath enough left to do so, after lining your stomach with the 
many good things you have been enumerating. Why, man, here 
is a breakfast fit for a prince, all ready to your hand — cold meat, 
biscuits, beer, claret ! What would you have more ? " 

" Hoot fie, sir ; would ye liae us feed upon cauld junk, like 
ignorant pagans, after sic a march as this, and us in the midst o' 
plenty ? Na, na, sir, I hae nae intention o' offending my stamach 
that way. We munna want the brandered hen, nor the omelet, 
on no account. Let abe that tongue. Captain,^' continued the 
Doctor, as Mansfield was about to help himseK to a slice, with 
his hunting-knife. " Let it abe, I say — ^mind, sir, we are no' in 
the jungles now, and we maun study manners a little. Ye hae 
appointed me clerk o' the kitchen, for the present, and I maun 
insist on feeding you like a gentleman, whether ye will or no.'' 

"Far be it from me, most sapient Doctor, to dispute your 

N 2 



180 THE OLD FOREST BANOEB. 

authority/' replied Mansfield. ^You shall order the time and 
manner of my feeding, as appears unto you most fitting, and 
shall have eggs and fowls to your heart's content^ if it only be 
for the sake of bringing that fellow the Cottoall to his senses. I 
shall slip Ayapah at him — I suspect the sight of a Peon's bdt and 
silver badge coming from his friends, the travelling apothecaries, 
will astonish him a little. Here, Ayapah ! " 

'' Sahib,'' answered Ayapah — ^the tall handsome-looking Peon 
before mentioned — stepping up to Mansfield, making a respectful 
salaam, and remaining as steady as a soldier on parade. 

*' Ayapah ! " said Mansfield, speaking in Hindoostanee, '' put 
on your belt again — go to the village, and bring me the CotwaU, 
by the ears/' 

" Jo hoohim. Sahib ! " replied Ayapah, without altering a 
muscle. And facing to the right-about, he marched away with 
a most soldier-like air. 

" Had I told that fellow, Ayapah, to bring the CotwalPs head, 
instead of his whole person, he would have gone upon his mission 
with equal coolness, and obeyed me to the letter," said Mansfield, 
smiling. " Ayapah ! " 

" Sahib I " 

" I have changed my mind about the Cotwall — ^you need not 
bring him by the ears. Just say I want him, and see that he 



comes." 



cs 



Bhot Atcha, Sahib," replied Ayapah, making his salaam with 
the same imperturbable gravity, and marching oflf again with the 
same stately pace. 

Ayapah soon returned, followed by the Cotwall, cringing like 
a rated hound. The Peon's belt of office had acted like a 
talisman. A single glance was sufficient to open the eyes of the 
astonished functionary. Those whom he had foolishly taken for 
half-caste apothecaries, and whom he fancied he might bully with 
impunity, turned out to be Bv/rrah Sahibs I — real Burrah Sahibs 
— there could be no doubt of the fact ; for their Peon wore an 
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embroidered shoulder-belt, and a silver badge. Such visitors 
seldom honoured his village by their presence. Had he only been 
commonly civil, he might have reckoned, with tolerable certainty, 
on a handsome present. But he had insulted them, and, instead 
of receiving a present, was nigh having the beard torn ofiF his chin. 
Oh ! Mustapha ! Mustapha ! — what dirt hast thou been eating ! 

The CotwalV% cringing civility now became even more dis- 
gusting than his former insolence had been. The wretch grovelled 
in the dust. There was nothing good enough for their Excellencies 
the Burrah SaAiba — clean straw came tumbling in by wagon- 
loads — ^hens laid eggs by word of conmiand — ^the starved chickens 
were suddenly transformed into well-fed capons. And a troop of 
dancmg-girk, dark-eyed houries, from the neighbouring pagoda, 
were sent for to charm their Highnesses into good humour, by 
their bewitching smiles and graceful movements. Every man, 
woman, and child in the village were the bounden slaves of their 
Mightinesses; and of these, the most devoted was Mustapha 
himself, who, not contented with exhausting his whole vocabulary 
of high-flown Oriental compliments, made an ostentetious display 
of his disinterested zeal in their service, by banging the ears of 
an unfortunate Syot, with the heel of his shpper, and calling him 
the son of an unchaste mother, for daring to bsIl half the price 
for clean straw and fat capons, which he himself had demanded, 
half an hour before, for dirty litter and starved chickens. 

In short, the amiable Mustapha spared no pains to make 
himself agreeable, and gain " Master's favour.*' But the Burrah 
SaAib was inflexible, and no hteksJmh was forthcoming. Mansfield 
turned a deaf ear to all his high-flown compliments ; and, after 
reading hiTn a lecture on the impropriety of attempting to impose 
upon unfortunate half-castes ; and assuring him that the first time 
he heard of his being uncivil to any traveller, of any rank what- 
ever, he would report his conduct to the Collector of the district, 
and have him removed from his situation; he dismissed him 
with merely the price of the things he had provided, whilst a 
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handsome present was given to the dancing-girls and other 
natives. 

This was touching the avaricious Cotwall in the right place. 
Had Mansfield broken a stick over his head, and given him a few 
rupees to buy a plaster withal, he had pocketed the aflEront with 
thanks. But to see his inferiors pocketing their rupees, whilst 
he, the great man, was sent away disgraced and empty-handed, 
was gall and wormwood to his grasping spirit. — As the Doctor 
remarked with a chuckle — 

"It was touching the life o^ the niggardly craiter — ^his heart's 
blood — ^the very marrow o' his banes.'' 

The Doctor's culinary operations now progressed rapidly, and 
the good cheer he provided was done ample justice to by his 
hungry companions, after they had refreshed themselves by a 
change of dress, and a swim in the cool tank. 

The tents arrived and were pitched. The Shikaree of the 
village was summoned to an audience, and reported that the 
surrounding country abounded with wild hog, and that amongst 
them was a certain boar of gigantic size, which had, for years, 
been the terror of the RyotSy and had laughed at the beards of 
the most skilful Shikarees; but which, he had no doubt, would 
faU beneath the invincible spear of his Highness — ^the terror and 
destroyer of wild beasts. 

Scouts were despatched in all directions to gain intelligence of 
the mighty boar. A goodly band of Coolies were ordered to be 
in attendance by to-morrow's dawn. A couple of sheep were 
killed, and distributed amongst the happy camp-followers; fires 
blazed in all directions ; earthen pots boiled and bubbled ; the 
light-hearted natives, calculating on the morrow as a day of rest, 
abandoned themselves to aU the joys of feasting and merriment ; 
and, long after midnight, happy voices might be heard, chanting 
wild Hindoostanee airs to the simple accompaniment of the zittar 
or the tom-tom. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



BOAE-HDNTING. 

J DECIAS& it is nearly ten o' dock I The 
sun is alreadjhot enough to broil one's, 
I brains into an omelette, and still no 
sign of our scouts retaming." 

So said Charles, pulling out his 
wat<;h, and returning it to his pocket 
with an impatient gesture, as he sat 
lounging indolently under the fly of 
the tent, the hinnauis of which were 
raised, and supported on bamboos, to 
act as a verandah, and to admit of a 
free circulation of air. 
A substantial breakfast had already been disposed of. The 
horses had been visited, to ascertain that their feet were in good 
order after yesterday's march j that they had been well groomed, 
and that no water had been given them. Saddles, bridles, girths, 
and stirrup-leathers had been carefully overhauled. Spear-heads 
had been sharpened to the last degree of keenness ; and our three 
Nimrods having nothing further to occupy their attention, were 
waiting, in a feverish state of impatience, for the return of the 
scouts, who had been despatched, on the previous evening, to 
gain inteUigeuce of the famous boar. 

The dense shade of the overhanging trees tempered the heat of 
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the landwind, which sighed through the grove, rendering it com- 
paratively cool and refreshing. But the straggling sunbeams, 
which here and there darted through the dense foliage, dancing 
and sparkling on the glassy surface of the tank, with intense, 
almost painful brilliancy ; the glimpses of the open country, 
which were caught through the stems of the trees, showing the 
parched earth glowing like heated copper, and the tall pahn- 
trees twisting and twining like gigantic snakes, in the fiery haze, 
bore ample testimony to the scorching heat of the tropical sun 
which blazed overhead. 

A hundred Coolies — almost as wild-looking as the animals for 
which they were to beat — all nearly naked, and many of them 
armed with rusty matchlocks, hunting-spears, or wood-knives, 
were lounging about in picturesque groups under the shade of 
the trees. The old baggage elephant, wearied with his long 
march, stood dozing listlessly under the shadow of a widely- 
spreading banian, and fanning himseK with the feath^ branch 
of a palm-tree, to protect his skin from the stings of the buzzing 
insects which swarmed around him. And a pimf of smiling 
Natch-girlSy encouraged to repeat their visit, by th^ handsome 
present of the previous evening; and now, having their charms 
set off to the best advantage, by all the ghttering finery of Indian 
belles, with large gold, rings depending from their noses, their 
necks loaded with jewels, massive silver bangles encircling their 
slender, well-turned, ankles; their braided hair decked with 
wreaths of the sweet-smelling Maugree, and their silken robes 
filling the air with the perfume of sandal-wood, were twining 
their graceful figures in the dance; and darting the most 
bewitching glances from their large voluptuous dark eyes, in 
the vain hope of charming the impatient sportsmen, whose 
minds, however, were too fully occupied by floating visions of 
panting steeds, blood-stained spears, and foaming boars, to be 
captivated by the charms of the fascinating syrens. 

The Doctor was lounging indolently in an arm-chair, with a 
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cheroot in his mouthy as usnal^ twirling his thumbs^ and nodding 
his head approvingly^ as any particularly graceful movement of 
the Natch-girls happened to meet with his approbation; and 
Mansfield was amusing himself by giving a finishing touch to the 
keen edge of his favourite hog-spear, on a fine hone; when 
Charles, who was by far the most impatient and watchful of the 
party, started from his seat, with an exulting shout, which brought 
the performance of the Natch-gvrU to an abrupt conclusion. 

'* Hurra ! here come our scouts at last V* 

The Natch-gvrls, startled by the sudden exclamation, shrunk 
aside, and made way for two panting Shikarees, covered with dust 
and perspiration, who, advancing at a long, easy, wolf-like trot, 
and, halting in front of the tent, announced with a profound 
salaam, that a large sounder of hog, headed by the far-famed 
boar, had been marked down, sunongst the hills, a few miles 
from camp. 

'^ Boot and saddle ! spurs and spears ! and hurra for the man 
that first draws blood from the old boar V^ shouted Mansfield, 
starting to his feet, and brandishing his light elastic spear-*-' 
a faultless male bamboo from the jungles of the Concan, about 
ten feet long, tough as whalebone, and tapering away beautifully 
to the smaller end, where it terminated in a keen glittering blade, 
about the size and shape of a laurel-leaf — a blade which had 
reeked with the blood of many a grisly boar. 

*^ Gorah lao!^' was now the cry; and, in less than five 
minutes, three snorting steeds, accoutred for the field, were 
pawing the ground impatiently, in front of the tent. 

Mansfield's favourite hunter, " Challenger,^' was the very 
model of a perfect Arab ; a light iron-grqr, with broad expanded 
forehead, deep jowl, fine tapering muzzle, wide nostrils, and 
beautifully-placed ears; his thin withers, well-placed shoulder, 
round carcass, compact joints, and long, sloping, muscular 
quarters, gave promise of uncommon strength and fleetness; 
whilst a full dark eye, mild as that of the Gazelle, but beaming 
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with the latent fire and indomitable courage of a true son of the 
desert^ belied him much^ if his endurance were not equal to his 
speed. In short, his figure was perfect symmetry, with the 
exception of his legs, which, although perfectly sound, were 
sorely disfigured by many a bruise and deep unsightly scar. 
Such blemishes would have given great offence to an English 
eye; but to one accustomed to the headlong pace at which 
the Indian hog-hunter urges his horse over the rocky hills, 
and through the thorny jungles of the Deccan, those honour- 
able wounds, the inevitable portion of every good horse, who 
has carried a good rider, excited no surprise, and but little 
regret. 

Charles's horse, "Lightning/' a bright chestnut, had also 
sprung from Arab/s best blood ; but his clean, unblemished limbs 
showed that he, like his master, had seen but little service in the 
field ; whilst his fiery eye, restless ears, and fretful movements, 
together with the unusually long-cheeked bit, with which his 
bridle was furnished, led one to suspect that his temper, like 
that of most horses of his colour, was somewhat of the hottest. 

The horse provided for the Doctor was a strong, short-legged, 
serviceable-looking hack; exhibiting somewhat less breeding, 
and less appearance of speed than his companions, whilst the 
deep hollows over his eyes, together with his subdued manner, 
looked as if age, and hard service, had somewhat tempered the 
fire of his youth. But this was no disadvantage in the eyes of 
the Doctor, who, although a keen sportsman, had never been 
remarkable for desperate riding ; and, provided he kept the chase 
in view, and came up in time to blood his spear before the boar 
had actually drawn his last breath, it was a matter of very little 
importance to him, who took the first spear; the ^^ spear of 
honour " he never would aUow it to be, for, as he very justly 
remarked, the dangerous part of the sport often began after that 
had been taken. 

The sportsmen now mounted, without loss of time, and rode 
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out of the grove, followed by their respective horsekeepers, and 
the whole party of beaters. Not a cloud appeared in the whole 
wide expanse of deep blue sky, to veil the splendour of the 
tropical sun, which shot down his vertical rays with an intensity 
of heat, that threatened to penetrate to the brain, even through 
the thick hunting-caps, and damp-towds, which the sportsmen 
had provided, to protect their heads. A silence, deep as that of 
midnight, pervaded the land ; for nature was faint with heat, and 
every living thing had sought shelter from the merciless glare 
of an Indian noon, save the hardy hog-hunters, and the ever- 
ravening vulture, which, soaring at an immense height, almost 
beyond the reach of human vision, swept through the air in 
wide-extended circles, seeking his obscene food in the very eye 
of the blazing sun. 

An hour's easy riding brought them to the place where the 
hogs were said to be marked down; it was a rocky hill, thinly 
clothed with stunted brushwood, and rising abruptly from a bare 
stony plain intersected by numerous dry nullahs or watercourses, 
and dotted, in the extreme distance, with clumps of palm-trees, 
and fields of sugar-cane, to which the hogs were in the habit of 
resorting to feed during the night. 

Having ascertained the nature of the position, by a rapid glance 
of his experienced eye, Mansfield issued the necessary orders to 
his beaters, and then desired Charles and the Doctor to follow 
him to a smaU clump of date-trees, near the foot of the hill, 
where they, and their horses, might lie in ambush, tiU the hogs 
were roused. 

Having carefully concealed themselves amongst the trees, and 
ascertained that neither they, nor their horses, were visible from 
the hill-side, the riders dismounted, and waited with breathless 
impatience for the first joyous shout of the beaters. Charles's 
heart beat almost audibly as he peeped through the leafy screen 
which concealed them, expecting every moment to hear the yell> 
which announced the finding of the mighty boar, and to see the 
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grisly monster dash headlong down the rocky steep. But half 
an hour had elapsed, during which the deep silence was unbroken, 
and the excited feelings of the young sportsman were beginning 
to subside into something very like disappointment, when a 
distant shout came faintly on his ear, from the opposite side of 
the hill. Mansfield, who had been smoking his cigar, and 
chatting carelessly with the Doctor, started at the well-known 
sound. A grim smile curled his lip, and fire flashed from his 
kindling eye, as he bounded to his feet, grasped his spear, and 
sprang into the saddle. 

''Now, lads, mount l" said he, settUng himself firmly in his 
seat, and grasping the reins. '' Mount, and be ready ; we shall 
have him afoot directly.'' 

The others mounted in haste, and fixed their longing eyes on 
the side of the opposite hill, whilst every nerve tingled, with an 
almost sickening sensation of wild excitement. 

" I see him ! I see him \" said Charles, in an eager whisper ; 
at the same time tightening his reins, and closing his heels, with 
an involuntary jerk, which made the impatient '' Lightning'' snort 
and rear. 

" Por Heaven's sake, Charles ! keep that fidgety brute of yours 
quiet," replied Mansfield, in a chiding tone, as the gigantic boar 
was seen to rise slowly from his solitary lair on the lull-side, 
shaking his grey hide like a roused lion, and turning his head to 
listen to the approaching shouts of his pursuers. ''Steady, 
steady — not a move till I give the word, and then you may 
knock the fire out of master " Lightning " as soon as you like. 
That boar TviU try his metal both in running and fighting, else 
I'm mistaken." 

The beaters were, by this time, coming over the crest of the 
hill; and the boar, apparently satisfied that his enemies were 
advancing in too great force for him to attempt resistance, began 
to steal away through the brushwood, stopping occasionally to 
listen, as if debating with himself, whether to make for the plain. 
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and trust to his speed for safety, or to turn, and charge gallanily 
amongst his pursuers. 

Charles, in the excitement of the moment, was several times 
on the point of raising a shout to inform the beaters, that the 
boar was afoot, and to urge them forward ; but a glance from 
Mansfield^s frowning eye immediately checked him. 

The ground now becoming more open, the boar increased his 
pace to a shambling trot ; and, the eager beaters having at the 
same moment caught sight of him, a wild unearthly yell arose, 
as if a whole legion of devils were at his heels. The chafed brute 
stood for one moment with upraised bristles, churning the white 
foam between his jaws; then, uttering a short, angry grunt, 
that seemed to announce his desperat/C determination of trying 
his speed across the plain, he dashed down the hill, and disap- 
peared in the thick brushwood that surrounded its base. 

" Now we have him !'' exclaimed Mansfield, grasping his spear 
more firmly, and shortening his reins, in the hope of seeing the 
mighty boar burst gallantly from the belt of low jungle which 
skirted the foot of the hill. But no boar appeared, and Mansfield 
was about to give vent to his feelings in a very unseemly oath, 
when a thick patch of brushwood, immediately below the beaters, 
appeared in violent motion, and, next moment, a whole sounder of 
hog burst from the cover, and came scrambling down the hill ; 
their round black backs rising and falling in quick succession, 
like a shoal of porpoises tumbling along the face of a giant wave. 

The excited beaters redoubled their yells, and the terrified 
animals, dashing at once through the belt of jungle took to the 
open ground without hesitation. 

"Eide!'^ shouted Mansfield, in a voice clear as a trumpet- 
sound. And at that thrilling cry, the three horsemen, darting 
from their concealment, like lightning from a thunder-cloud, 
urged their snorting hunters across the plain at the very top of 
their speed. 

Charleses hot-blooded chestnut went tearing along with his head 
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and tail in the air, and the bit in his teeth, as if detennined that 
nothing should stop him till he was brought up, by running his 
head against a stone wall, or till he succeeded in breaking his 
own neck, or that of his rider, in one of the numerous ravines 
which lay so opportunely in the way. But this was no time to 
argue the point with a runaway horse, and Charles let him go to 
his heart's content. 

The Doctor followed at a less headlong pace ; but, to do him 
justice, he plied the spurs, and made the old horse do his best. 

"Now Charles, my boy — ^now for the spear of honour \" cried 
Mansfield, as he and Charles rode neck and neck, at a racing 
pace, over the most terrific ground. "We are tolerably well 
matched as to speed, I see ; and, if you can draw first blood, to 
dim the lustre of your maiden spear, you shall bear the palm, and 
welcome ; but, by the Prophet ! you must ride for it.'' 

" Hurra! here goes for first blood, then !" cried Charles, in an 
exulting tone, at the same time shaking the reins, and driving 
the spurs into his fiery horse, already mad with excitement and 
lathered with foam, whilst the more temperate "Challenger/' 
although urged to his utmost speed, had hardly turned a hair. 

Hurra ! hurra ! away they scour, like falcons darting on their 
prey; the hard-baked earth ringing like metal beneath their 
horses' iron-shod hoofs, and a long train of dust rising like 
smoke behind them. 

Although the two horses were, in fact, weU matched as to 
speed, Charles's light weight soon began to tell in favour of his 
horse " Lightning," who gradually crept ahead of his antagonist, 
till, by the time they had got within a hundred yards of the hog, 
he was nearly half that distance in advance. 

" Shall I try it ?" exclaimed Charles, looking over his shoulder, 
and addressing Mansfield, as the leading boar, much to his 
astonishment, bounded, with the agility of an antelope, over a 
yawning ravine, which happened to cross his path — a dry water- 
course, with rocky, half-decayed banks, which looked as if they 
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would crumble into dust under the light foot of a fawn — and as 
breakneck-looking a place, as the most desperate horseman would 
care to ride at. 

'* Ay, ay ! go along \" replied Mansfield. '' A good horse can 
always follow where a boar leaps ; but keep his head straight, 
and cram him at it, for, by mine honour, it is not a place that 
will improve on acquaintance.^' 

Charles, who was just in the mood to ride at the Styx, if it 
had come in his way, drove in the spurs, and went at the leap 
with the heart of a lion ; but, just as he reached the brink, his 
violent brute of a horse, who had hitherto gone with his head in 
the air, and his mouth wide open, as if he neither knew nor cared 
whether there was any impediment in his way or not, suddenly 
swerved, and wheeling round, with a loud snort, dashed off at 
right angles. 

The well-trained '' Challenger,'' on the contrary, accustomed to 
Mansfield's resolute maimer of riding, and knowing, from expe- 
rience, that it was in vain for him to refuse anything at which he 
was put, cocked his ears, gathered his hind-legs well under him, 
and quickening his stroke, as he approached the ravine, cleared it 
in beautiful style, although the decayed rock, from which he 
sprung, gave way, just as his hind-feet quitted it, and rolled 
thundering to the bottom of the nullah. 

Charles had, by this time, succeeded in turning his horse, and 
putting him once more at the leap, with his head held straight, 
and the spurs goring his sides, the snorting brute went at it like 
a charging tiger, bounding high into the air, and clearing the 
ravine by several feet. 

The race for the first spear was now resumed in earnest, 
Charles straining every nerve to recover lost ground, and come 
up with Mansfield, who, having singled out the largest boar, was 
now pressing hard upon his haunches; the angry brute, with 
foaming jaws and flaming eyes, uttering, from time to time, a 
short savage grunt, and swerving from side to side, to avoid the 
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deadly thrust of the spear^ which quivered^ like a sunbeam, within 
a few inches of his heaving flanks. 

Charles was now nearly alongside of Mansfield, and gaining 
upon him at every stride. Both horses were beginning to show 
symptoms of distress; but the gallant little " Challenger '* still 
answered to the spur, and by one desperate bound, brought 
Mansfield almost within spear's length of the boar. A long 
reach will do it now — and a grim smile of triumph passed over 
Mansfield's swarthy cheek, as he leaned over his horse's neck, 
and made a desperate lunge at the flying boar. He has it !-^ 
No ! it was an inch too short. Another stride will do it. Again 
the trusty " Challenger" bounded to the spur — again the spear was 
poised for the fatal thrust — another second, and the glittering 
blade would have been quenched in blood; when the boar made 
a short turn to the right, and dashed across Charles's horse. The 
terrified animal made a bound to clear the hog, and as he did so, 
Charles thrust his spear awkwardly forward, without aim or 
direction ; the point, however, went true to its destination, and 
passing through the boar's brawny shoulder, buried itself in the 
earth. The horse, at the same instant, stumbled over the 
wounded boar, and came to the ground with a tremendous crash, 
depositing his rider in the position of a spread eagle, some ten 
yards beyond him, and shivering the tough bamboo shaft of the 
spear in a thousand pieces. But the spear of honour has been 
fairly won, and who cares for broken bones ! Hurra ! 

The wounded boar scrambled to his feet, with the splintered 
lance still sticking in his flesh, and uttering a savage grunt, was 
about to rush upon the prostrate hunter, when Mansfield, coming 
up at speed, speared him through the heart, and rolled him over 
in the bloody sand as if struck by a flash of Ughtning. 

Whilst Mansfield and Charles were thus engaged, the Doctor 
was not idle. Following in the wake of his companions, he had 
fallen in with a httle half-grown hog, technically termed a 
squeaker, which, having been unable to keep up with the rest of 
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the iounder, now appeared in a fair way of falling a victim to the 
Doctor^s prowess, although he still made a good race with the 
old horse across the plain. 

Charles, having gathered himself up, and ascertained that 
neither he nor his horse were materially injured by their fall, 
was heartily congratulated by Mansfield on his good fortune in 
taking the spear of honour; and the two young men, having 
loosened the girths of their smoking hunters, now awaited, with 
much interest, the issue of the struggle between the Doctor and 
the unfortunate squeaker. 

" lla 1 ha I ha 1 a goodly sight. By mine honour, a goodly 
sight \" exclaimed Mansfield, doffing his heavy hunting-cap, and 
wiping the perspiration from his forehead, whilst his sides shook 
with laughter at the strange grotesque figure which the Doctor 
exhibited. ''Behold a second Don Quixote! The Knight of 
La Mancha himself turned hog-hunter I Heavens and earth, 
how he rides I some evil spirit hath surely possessed him. 
Ha! ha! ha! rare — oh, rare!'' 

Leaning well forward, with his lance couched, like a knight of 
old riding a tilt, and rattling his old horse over the stones, at a 
terrific pace, on came the Doctor in a cloud of dust : his elbows 
projecting at right anglej from his body; his trousers, which 
were guiltless of straps, rolled up, by the friction of the saddle, 
nearly to the knees ; and his long, loose-jointed legs, bloody with 
spurring, banging against his horse's sides, at every bound, as 
if, from the knee downwards, they were totally unconnected with 
the rest of liis body, and were merely ingenious machines, sus- 
pended from the saddle, to act as stimulaiits to the animal's 
speed. His broad-brimmed straw hat had, long ago, parted 
company with his head, but being attached to his button-hole by 
a piece of ribbon, now flapped and fluttered in the wind behind 
him. His gaunt features, which, during the last few days, had 
been scorched to a fiery red, by the action of the sun, now glowed 
like a mask of heated copper, the big drops of perspiration, which 
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fell in a copious shower upon his horse's mane^ appearing actoally 
to hiss and boil as they rolled over it. In shorty his figure was^ 
altogether, as perfectly grotesque, as anything can well be 
imagined ; and the effect of the scene was not a little heightened 
when, on a nearer approach, the traces of intense excitement 
became visible on his countenance ; his eyes rolling wildly, his 
teeth firmly clenched, like the jaws of a rat-trap, and his parched 
lips trembling with eagerness, as he wheeled his snorting horse 
from side to side, making desperate but vain attempts to strike 
the active animal, wliich now, nearly exhausted, had begun to 
double amongst the bushes, like a hunted hare, 

'' Well done. Doctor ! Well done. Piggy ! Gallantly thrust ! 
Beautifully doubled!" cried the two young men, clapping their 
hands, and shouting with all the eagerness of spectators at a well- 
contested race. But the Doctor was much too intent upon securing 
his prey, to pay any attention to their exclamations, and went on 
spurring, and poking, and panting, and grinning, with desperate 
energy. At length, after many fruitless attempts, and being 
more than once nearly unhorsed, by digging the point of his spear 
into the ground, his efforts were crowned with success. A lucky 
thrust transfixed the panting squeaker, and the worthy Doctor, 
brandishing his spear, gave vent to as hearty a shout of triumph, 
as if it had been dyed in the blood of a second Cretan boar. 

" Now, gentlemen," said Mansfield, as the Doctor dismounted, 
lighted his ever-ready cigar, and seated himself on a stone, '' I 
shall give you five minutes to let your nags recover their wind 
after this little spurt, and then we must have another beat for the 
great boar. This is mere child's play to the work we shall have, 
if we can only get him to break cover." 

"Child's play ca' ye it?" exclaimed the Doctor, rubbing his 
aching limbs, and shifting his seat uneasily. " My certie, it may 
be sae ; but Til tell ye this. Captain, they maun be gae strong tykes 
o' bairns that play at it. Just look at that poor beast," pointing 
to the old horse ; " see to him, the way his tail is shaking, and 
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his knees trembling, and his flanks heaving like a pair o' smithy 
bellows. Troth, sir, Fm thinking it was nae baim^s play for him, 
nor for me neither, and far less for that poor wee forajaskit- 
looking deevle,'' pointing to the bleeding carcass of the little pig 
which lay at his feet. "Hech, sirs!'' continued he, in a 
moralising tone — ^for the excitement of the chase having subsided, 
he began to view his victory in a less pleasing light, and his 
tender heart smote him for having hunted the unfortunate 
squeaker to death, with such ruthless perseverance. ^^Hech, 
sirs ! to think o' me, at my respectable time o' life, rampaging 
across the country, after thae twa daft laddies, riding fit to braiu 
mysel' and amaist foundering a good naig; and a' for what? To 
hae the honour o' sticking a soo ! and no a respectable sized soo 
even, far less a boar ; but just a poor meeserable bit grise, that 
ifs a perfect sin and disgrace for ony respectable man to take the 
life o'. Weel, weel, they say there are nae fules like auld fides, 
and I believe it's o'er true." And having arrived at this com- 
fortable conclusion, the worthy Doctor went on mopping his face 
and puffing his cigar, with the air of a philosopher. 

As soon as the horses had pretty well recovered their wind, 
the sportsmen remounted, and rode slowly back towards the hill, 
from whence the sounder of hog had been driven. The beaters 
had already assembled on the plain, leaving a few experienced 
Shikarees, perched upon commanding eminences, to prevent the 
possibility of the old boar, which had not yet broken cover, from 
stealing away unobserved. Mansfield had just selected a tough 
and well-poised spear, from amongst the spare weapons carried 
by his horsekeeper, and was explaining to Charles the proper 
manner of holding it, showing him how the other had been 
broken in consequence of his stiff manner of carrying the weapon, 
tucked under his arm, like the lance of a dragoon, instead of 
being lightly poised in the right hand; when a shout from one 
of the look-out men attracted his attention, and, on looking up, 

he beheld a native perched upon a pinnacle of rock, waving his 
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puggarie, and pointmg^ with eager gestures^ down the side of the 
hill, opposite to where they stood. . 

''By heavens, he's off ! '' exclaimed Mansfield, putting spurs to 
his horse, and starting at a hand gallop. '' Follow me, gentle- 
men; but do not press your horses too hard at first; we shall 
want all the wind they can spare, when we get to the other side 
of the hill.'' 

The belt of jungle, which skirted the base of the lull, obliged 
the horsemen to make a considerable detour, and, by the time 
they reached the opposite side, the crafty old boar, who had availed 
himself of a quiet moment to steal away, as he fancied, unobserved, 
now appeared a mere speck on the surface of the plain, making 
direct for another rocky hill, about two miles distant. 

" Now, my lads, go along," cried Mansfield, giving "Challenger" 
his head, and urging him at once to the top of his speed. " He 
has got a tremendous start, and nothing but hard riding will avail 
us now; for, if he once gains yonder hill, our horses, blown 
as they must be, will stand but little chance of bringing him 
to action." 

The boar, finding himself hitherto unpursued, had been trotting 
along at an easy pace, so that his pursuers gained on him 
rapidly at first ; but, no sooner did he hear the clatter of hoofs 
behind him, than he turned half round, as if some faint idea of 
doing battle had crossed his mind, and then, uttering a savage 
grunt, bounded off at a pace which, had he been able to maintain 
it for any length of time, would have rendered pursuit hopeless. 

" Now is the time to press him," cried Mansfield, urging his 
willing horse to still greater exertions, although the poor brute 
was already straining every nerve to the uttermost. " K we 
can only keep him at this pace, for another half-mile, we shall 
force the sulky brute to show fight whether he will or no ; and 
then, Charles, my boy, we shall have a first spear worth con- 
tending for." 

They were now nearing the hill fast, and, as they approached 
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it, the ground over which they rode, neck and girth, at such 
headlong speed, assumed every moment a more terrific appearance. 
In fact, it appeared ahnost miraculous that horses should be able 
to cross it at all ; for, independently of the yawning ravines, and 
rocks, and thorny bushes which impeded their progress, the 
ground was so completely broken up by holes and fissures, just 
sufficiently concealed by stunted grass to prevent the rider seeing 
them, till his horse was in the act of flying over them, that even 
at a foot-pace, a horseman would have found some difficulty in 
picking his steps over it. Still they pressed forward with un- 
diminished ardour, and, save a few desperate stumbles, no 
accident had yet occurred. 

The boar was evidently sinking fast, and the horsemen gaining 
upon him. Mansfield was already sufficiently near to mark the 
malignant twinkle of his little grey eye, as he glanced suspiciously 
over his shoulder, measuring the distance, and calculating whether 
he had better turn upon his pursuers, or make one more desperate 
effort to gain the shelter of the hill. But still the foaming brute 
kept beyond the reach of his spear. 

"The devil take him, he'll beat us, after all,'' exclaimed 
Mansfield, driving the spurs madly into the flanks of his gaspii^ 
horse, lifting him with both hands, and throwing him bodily 
forward :— his heart smote him as he did so, for, even in the wild 
excitement of that moment, he could feel the gallant brute reeling 
under him with fatigue. 

"Bravely done, my trusty 'Challenger,'" cried Mansfield, in 
an exulting tone. "One more such stride, and the spear is 
mine." 

True to the last, the high-spirited creature once more answered 
to the spur; but it was like the last bound of a wounded deer. 
He stumbled; his trembling limbs gave way under him; and 
horse and rider rolled upon the ground. Next moment the boar 
had reached the goal; and now, considering himself safe from 
further pursuit, began slowly to scramble up the rugged ascent. 
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his lolling tongae, foaming jaws, and staggering gait, bearing 
ample testimony to the severity of the chase. 

Charles, whose once fiery horse was now so efiFectually blown, 
that he no longer answered to the spnr, except by a faint groan, 
seeing that the case was desperate, raised himself in the stirrups, 
and hurled his spear after the boar ; but the weapon fell harmless 
amongst the rocks, and the excited boy, throwing himself from his 
reeling horse, stamped upon the ground with rage and vexation. 

Beadcr, hast thou ever chased a goodly boar over the scorching 
plains and rocky hills of the Deccan, tiU thy blood boiled and 
thy brain reeled, and thy best horse sunk under thy weight? 
Hast thou ever, at the very moment when thy thirsty spear 
quivered over his brawny back — ^yea, even as the death halloo 
was rising to thy lips — ^seen the foaming brute dash into thorny 
jungle, or gain the sanctuary of inaccessible rocks ? Hast thou 
ever seen him thus laugh at thy beard, whilst thou stoodest 
gnawing thy finger-ends in impotent wrath ? If thou hast, but not 
unless, thou mayest be able to form some faint idea of our young 
hog-hunter's feelings, as he watched the slow progress of the 
panting boar ; fancying that he could almost have overtaken him 
on foot, and yet knowing full well that he was effectually beyond 
his reach. It was the very torment of Tantalus. Losing a fox is 
bad — ^missing a stag of ten tines with both barrels of thine own 
favourite rifle — particularly if thou hast stalked him for the best 
part of a hot August day before getting the shot — is worse. But 
to be bajffled by an old grey boar, with tusks nine inches long, 
after having foundered thy best hunter, and imbibed a suf&cient 
quantity of caloric to keep all the juices in thy body up to the 

boiling point for the next twenty-four hours, is — ^is . Discreet 

reader, we leave thee in the fulness of thy imagination to fill up 
the blank, with any epithet thou thinkest most appropriate ; if 
a hog-hunter, thou wilt be at no loss ; if not, we would venture 
to recommend something rather energetic. 

*' Well, there is an end of it, I suppose ; for the devil himself 
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would hardly attempt to face that pile of rocks/' said Charles, in 
a desponding tone, as he withdrew his longing eyes from the 
boar, and addressed Mansfield, who, having replaced his battered 
hunting-cap, and shaken the dust from his clothes, was carefully 
examining " Challenger's '' knees, to ascertain what damage they 
had sustained in the fall. 

" It is bad riding-ground enough,'' replied he, coolly ; " but 
we must try it, — ^The boar is all but done for, and if we can only 
keep him in view, and force him to cross the hill, we shall make 
short work of it in the plain beyond. Just keep your eye upon 
him, in the mean time, and see that he does not give us the 
slip again." 

The well-conditioned horses, although eJBFectually blown by the 
severity of the first burst, soon recovered their wind, and, the 
horsemen remounting, began to climb the steep ascent, picking 
their steps with difficulty, and clambering amongst rocks and 
loose stones, where it appeared hardly possible, even for a goat, 
to find secure footing. Yet the hardy, sure-footed Arabs 
persevered. And, after a toilsome scramble, the hunters suc- 
ceeded in driving the boar over the crest of the hill, and had 
the satisfaction of seeing him fairly on his way towards the 
plain. 

Here Mansfield reined up his horse for a moment, to let hiTn 
recover breath ; while he glanced his keen eye around, to discover 
the most practicable place for making a descent. Then, sitting 
well back, and grasping the reins firmly, he put spurs to his 
horse, and dashed, at speed, down the rocky hill-side; which, 
although much less precipitous than the one they had ascended, 
was still sufficiently so to have scared any other horseman than 
a desperate hog-hunter, with his blood, as we have said before, at 
the boiling point; and even for him to attempt it, on a tired 
horse, appeared little short of madness. At least so thought our 
friend the Doctor, who, having made the circuit of the hill, now 
appeared on the plain below, going along at a steady canter. 
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and watchiiig the prepress of the reckless horsemen with fear 
and trembling. 

" Od's my life, but that's awfa' ! '' muttered he, pulling up, 
and clasping his hands convulsively, as Charles's horse made a 
desperate stumble, but was cleverly recovered by the steady hand 
and good nerve of his rider. ^' That Mansfield is just a perfect 
deevle incarnate when his blood is up. He'U never rest till he 
makes that laddy Charles as ill as himsel', if he doesna break his 
neck and his ain too afore they get to the bottom o' that brae, as 
ifs my opinion he will do. Lord sake ! there's another awfu' 
stammer ! They'll surely be brained." 

But, in spite of the Doctor's evil forebodings, the two horse- 
men reached the plain in safety, not a hundred yards from the 
boar's haunches ; and the gallant MThee, fired by the sight, and 
forgetting in a moment all his prudent caution, dashed in the 
spurs and joined in the chase, with as much eagerness as if he 
had no neck to break. 

The Doctor's horse, being comparatively fresh, now managed 
to keep pace with his companions ; and the three horsemen were 
riding abreast as the hunted boar approached a deep and wide 
stream with precipitous banks. This, the Doctor fancied, must 
either bring him to bay or force him to alter his course ; which^ 
in consequence of a bend in the river, would have the effect of 
bringing him to close quarters. An idea suddenly flashed across 
his mind that, by making a desperate rush at this auspicious 
moment, he might immortalise himself by taking the spear of 
honour from the renowned Mansfield. Fired by this magnificent 
thought, the excited MThee darted in the spurs, brandished his 
spear, and uttered a war-whoop, that made the old horse bound 
under him, as if he had been electrified. But to his astonish- 
ment, the boar, instead of turning, plunged from the high bank 
without ever looking behind him; and — oh, horror! — his two 
wild companions, far from hesitating, only urged on their horses 
to the desperate leap with redoubled fury. 



BOAR-HUNTING. 201 

"Stop, ye incarnate deevlesl'' roared the Doctor, striving 
desperately, bat in vain, either to stop or torn his horse, for he 
was wedged in between the other two; and the hard-mouthed 
old hunter he bestrode, excited to madness by the recollections of 
former glory, was not to be stopped by the power of man. 
"Stop, ye deevle's buckies — stop, ye misleer'd loons. Is it 
going to drown yoursels and me ye are, like the herd o' swine 
possessed by evil speerits? Stop! I say — stop! — I canna 

soum! I canna soum! — FU surely be drowned! — FU " 

Here the Doctor's exclamations were lost in a faint bubbling cry, 
as his unmanageable horse, plunged with the others, over head 
and ears, into the middle of the stream ; and by the time he 
returned to the surface, he was so nearly suffocated, that he could 
only give vent to his outraged feelings in strange inarticulate 
sounds. Mansfield, hearing the coughing, and spluttering of the 
poor Doctor behind him, turned half round, with the intention of 
going to his assistance ; but, seeing that he still clung to his 
horse, and that the animal was swimming strongly, he called out 
to him to hold on by the mane and fear nothing ; and sUpping 
himself out of the saddle to relieve his favourite horse, he swam 
by his side, supporting his head with one hand, and cheering him 
with his voice. 

The boar reached the opposite bank before the horsemen were 
half way across, shook the water from his dripping hide, and 
casting one malignant glance at his pursuers, trotted on sulkily 
for a short distance ; then, as if aware that any farther attempt 
at flight, over the wide expanse of plain which lay before him, 
would only be wasting his energies to no purpose, he wheeled 
suddenly round, erected his bristles, and stood resolutely at bay. 

Mansfield at this moment emerged from the water, dripping 
like a river-god ; and, seeing the warlike position assumed by the 
enemy, he uttered a shout of triumph, put spurs to his steaming 
horse, and charged him at speed — ^which, by the way, gentle 
reader, is the only safe manner of approaching a boar at bay. 
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The savage bmte having now made up his mind to fight to the 
deaths uttered a fierce gmnt^ and dashed forward to meet him. 
Mansfield's well-directed spear entered his chesty and passed out 
behind the shoulder; b.ut^ in spite of the severity of the wound, 
the boar still rushed forward^ shattered the bamboo, and dashing 
UHder the belly of the unflinching ^'Challenger/' before Mansfield 
could wheel him round, succeeded in inflicting a deep and deadly 
gash, from which the bowels protruded in a shocking manner. 

Charles now dashed forward to dispatch the wounded monster; 
but such was his strength and ferocity, that he rose staggering 
from the ground, rushed at the horse^ knocked his fore-legs 
from under him, and rolled him over, inflicting a cut across the 
shank bones as clean as if it had been done by a razor. 

While the boar yet stood tottering, and meditating further 
mischief, the Doctor dashed up to him in gallant style, and, 
shouting at the top of his voice, "Thafs second spear, ony 
how y plunged the glittering blade into his heart. 

The frantic brute made one desperate effort to bite through 
the tough bamboo ; but in that effort a stream of blood, mingled 
with foam, gushed from his mouth; and uttering one shrill 
scream, in the weakness of expiring nature, he sank slowly to the 
ground, and died. 

Loud and long was the death halloo, with which the exulting 
Doctor proclaimed his victory. But poor Mansfield had not the 
heart to join in it. For him, the victory had been too dearly 
purchased. Sitting on the ground, with the head of his 
dying horse resting on his knees, he watched his glazing eye, 
and quivering limbs, with the solicitude of a mother hanging 
over a sick child. The faithful and beautiful creature had been 
his companion in camp and in quarters, in battle and in the 
hunting-field, ever since he was a colt; he had shared his 
master's tent, and fed from his master's hand, and exhibited 
towards him all the affection of a dog. Smile not then. Gentle 
Header, nor call it weakness, when we tell thee that a tear rolled 
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down the weather-beaten cheek of the hardy soldier, as his 
highly-prized and almost faultless steed, fixing his large mild eye 
upon his face, stretched forth his stiffening limbs, and sighed 
forth his last breath in a deep groan. 

" He has died nobly," cried Mansfield, starting to his feet and 
dashing the unbidden tear from his eye. *' But never shall I 
forget the day that has cost me the life of my incomparable 
' ChaUenger.' " 
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CHAPTEE XrV. 



THE HAN-EA^TBB. 




^* ^ip^^N the banks of the river Cauvery 

I stands one of those mean-looking 
villages, vhich occui, at intervab of 
a few miles, throughout the greater 
part of the Mysore country. A small 
mad fort, long since dismantled, and 
now almost concealed by jungle, 
overlooked a sluggish stream, whose 
dark waters lazily licked the crumb- 
ling walls. The snow-white egret 
and the stately crane waded amongst 
the shallows, with their lot^ necks outstretched, in attitudes of 
intense watchfulness. The scaly alligator lay basking on the 
half-covered sand-banks ; and the Brahminey kite hovered above 
the reeds, uttering ita querulous note, as its bright chestnut 
wings quivered in the level beams of the setting sun. Herds of 
slu^ish buffaloes, their bare black hides plastered with mud, 
were slowly returning from their pasture, a sunburnt urchin 
perched upon the back of the most docile, shouting at the top of 
bis voice a wild recitativo, addressed to his charge, who responded 
by deep suily grunts. The shrill cry of the wild peacock, perched 
upon the ruined battlements of the fort, was answered by his mate 
from the rank thicket underneath. And the soft cooing of the 
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turtle-dove whispered among the mango-leaves. As evening 
advanced^ the huge ^ vampire-bats^ which hnng in clusters sus- 
pended by their hinder claws from the drooping branches of the 
banyan-trees, dropped, one by one, and glided silently away in 
search of food. Labourers, with their black blankets hanging 
over their shoulders, came in straggling parties from the fields, 
driving their bullocks before them; and the women returned 
from the wells in picturesque groups, each supporting with one 
hand an earthen jar of antique form, gracefully balanced on her 
head; whilst the silver bangles which encircled their ankles, 
made music to their Ught elastic step. Such was the peaceful 
scene, as evening closed upon that lonely village. 

But at intervals, a wild startling shout would come booming 
on the breeze, and ere its falling notes had died away, the cry 
was taken up, and continued from an opposite quarter. This 
was the SAiiar-crj of the Mysore woodsman, raised for the 
purpose of scaring any wandering tiger from their path ; and, to 
an Indian sportsman, told its tale. A jungle village on the 
banks of a river is generally haunted by a tiger ; if there be a 
ruined fort, overgrown with grass and brushwood, such proba- 
bility is much increased — and whenever the woodcutter returns 
hurriedly at sunset, shouting that ominous holla, the chances are, 
that a tiger dogs his steps. 

The sun had set, and the shades of night were fast approaching, 
as Bung Eow, the venerated priest of the village, strode along 
the banks of the river to a convenient spot for making his evening 
ablutions. He returned with dignified condescension the salu- 
tations humbly offered by each Byot, whom he met, and proceeded 
on, wrapped in his own meditations. Little thought the proud 
Brahmin, as he pondered over the probable success of his last 
project in priestly craffc, that he was not doomed to reap its fruits. 

♦ Flying fox of India — Wurbagool — {Pteropua edulia, Cuv.) length of body 
one foot, expanse of wings five feet. The fiesh is considered good eating by 
the lower castes of natiyes. 
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At a winding of the river^ less than a quarter of a mile from 
the village, was a little bay, sheltered from observation by some 
aloe bushes. The water was not too deep; and soft sand, 
pleasant for the foot to tread, shelved gradually into a clear pool. 

'^ Here shall I enjoy a refreshing bath,'' thought the luxurious 
priest, " and then shall the antelope-eyed Luxshmee welcome me 
to her arms." 

Having no clothes to encumber him, save a cotton wrapper 
round his loins, the devout worshipper of Fishnoo waded at 
once into the stream, muttering a prayer at every step, and 
commenced the important ceremony of ablution by pouring 
water from a small brass vessel, over his shaven crown and 
well-oiled skin. 

What rustle was that ? The Brahmin's ears heard not, they 
were stunned by the cold stream that poured over them. His 
eyes, too, were closed, else would he have seen two bright-green 
orbs glaring fiercely upon him, through the branches of an aloe- 
bush at his side. His hour had come, for the famous Man-eater 
of Shikarjpoor was upon his trail. Her eye had rested on her 
victim, and she thirsted for his blood. Her grim head was 
cautiously thrust through the bushes, and the striped monster 
issued from her lair with stealthy tread. Dragging her beUy 
along the sand, her tail switching impatiently, her ears laid flat 
upon her neck, and her whiskered lips drawn back, so as to 
expose her formidable array of tusks, she crept silently to the 
brink of the water, there, gathering herself together, she glared 
for one moment on the devoted wretch, like a triumphant fiend ; 
and bounding forward, threw herself upon him with a roar, which 
thrilled through his guilty soul, and drowned the death-shriek 
which he uttered in his agony. Struggle there was none — ^the 
paw of the tigress fell like a bar of iron upon his skull, crushing 
it to the brain, and her powerful teeth met in his throat. Death 
was almost instantaneous. A senseless body hung quivering in 
her grasp, as she turned to the shore, but she still shook it with 
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ferocious energy, and buried her tusks deeper still, as it throbbed 
at the last convulsive gasp. 

This fearful death had been the fate of many a poor Ryot and 
woodcutter belonging to the village, for the tigress had haunted it 
during several months. Their fate created little sensation — they 
were only Soodras. But when a herd-boy, who had witnessed 
this tragedy, ran to the village, screaming Baghl Baghl and 
announced that the Man-eater was supping on the blessed carcass 
of a Brahmin priest, the holy brotherhood were roused jfrom their 
apathy into a state of keen excitement. Women ran about 
beating their breasts, and howling their national lament, and 
the village resounded with the dismal cries of Wahi Wahl 
Baghl Baghl 

After a decent indulgence in strenuous demonstrations of grief, 
the Ameldar despatched a Peon to summon Bhurmah, the prin- 
cipal Shikaree of the village. In a few minutes he was dragged 
by the officious policeman, as if he were a criminal, into the 
great man's presence, and abused, with that despotic disregard of 
right and wrong, which ever accompanies an Asiatic's possession 
of power. 

Bhurmah was one of the most noted Shikarees of that province ; 
his whole life had been spent in watching beasts of prey; but 
the dreaded tigress of Shikarpoor had as yet baffled him; and 
now that she had killed a Brahmin, it followed, according to a 
Brahmin's reasoning, that poor Bhurmah, together with all his 
kindred, but more especially those of the female line, were every- 
thing that is odious in a Brahmin's eyes. Having been duly 
apprised of these fair inferences, resulting from a Priest having 
been eaten, he was commanded, upon pain of an Ameldaf^s 
displeasure, to produce the head of the tigress before she 
committed further sacrilege. 

^'It is an order ! " answered the submissive Hindoo, shoulder- 
ing the long matchlock on which he had leaned during this 
satisfactory audience. And the man who wore three medals on 
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his breast^ rewards for gallantry in his many conflicts with tigers^ 
retired cowering from the presence of an effeminate Brahmin, 
without a word of reply to the most insulting and unjust abuse, 

Bkurmah, a poor Shikaree, and Mansfield^ a British officer, 
were very different persons, and very different was the style in 
which the Ameldar addressed them. 

As soon as he had vented his wrath upon the inferior, the 
administrator of justice penned a flowery letter to his superior, 
the English Bvrrah-Sahib, of whose arrival in a neighbouring 
village he had that day been informed. 

Having described the sad event in glowing language, he 
proceeded to beg that " the mighty warrior, the great and 
powerful Lord, in whose hands a lion was as a mouse, would 
be graciously pleased to extend the shadow of his protection 
over his devoted slaves, and come with his elephant and death- 
dealing weapon, to rid them of the destroyer of their peace.'' 

Before sunset next day^ Mansfield and Charles, attended by 
the trusty Ayapah, were galloping along a path which led to 
Skikarpoor, The Doctor, whose battered frame had not yet 
recovered from the effects of the previous day's adventures, had 
remained behind, intending to follow them at a more sober pace 
next morning. Their road lay, for some miles, through a bamboo 
jungle, the outskirts of the Wynaad Forest, and as the day 
declined, the faster did they ply their bloody spurs. 

There were mementoes enough on that silent road, to warn 
the traveller not to linger after the sun had set. Heaps of 
stones, raised by the passers-by to mark the spot where some 
ill-starred wretch had been killed by a tiger, presented themselves 
in many a gloomy spot ; and as the riders passed each of these 
sad memorials, the foaming Arabs were pushed on at renewed 
speed — it would not do to be benighted here. 

The open country was gained, the lofty pinnacle of the village 
pagoda was seen towering above the trees, and, ere another mile 
was passed, the riders had pulled up their smoking horses in the 
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midst of the bazaar^ and were suiroanded by a host of natives all 
salaaming with true Oriental obsequiousness, and thrusting into 
their hands the offerings of fruit, without which it would be 
presumptuous to approach a superior. They were the authorities 
of the village, sleek, wdl-fed Brahmins, each vying with the oUier 
in the favour of his welcome, suid prayers for the invincible 
warrior's prosperity. 

All this must be submil^^ed to; and, although Mansfidd 
fidgeted in his saddle, he was too well-bred to show his annoy- 
ance. He returned their salaams, answered their compliments, 
pocketed as much of the fruit as he could, and insisted on the 
Ameldar remounting his little ambling pony, from which, in his 
humility, he had dismounted. With this gracious order the 
smooth-faced Brahmin compUed, after a decent show of resistance, 
and was forthwith embedded in a crimson cushion, which, with 
its complicated trappings, smothered the little punchy steed, so 
as to leave little visible, save a white head, and a pink tail that 
swept the ground. 

A band of native musicians, armed with terrible instruments 
of discord, struck up a barbarous piece of music, that might 
have shattered the nerves of a Highland bs^iper. Armed 
Peons cleared the way. The mob shouted, and the cavalcade 
proceeded. Qiarles was delighted with the bustle and novelty 
of the scene; but poor Mansfield, who had long ago been 
disgusted with the barbarous pageantry and fulsome flattery of 
native dignitaries, most devoutly wished the obsequious Ameldar 
and his shouting myrmidons at the devil. 

It would have been amusing to a stranger to contrast the 
dusty, wayworn figure of the European, to whom all these 
honours were paid, with the spotless white robes, gaudy turbans, 
afnd magnificent shawls, of his fawning flatter^^. His shooting- 
jacket, which had once been green, was now indeed a garment of 
many colours. His hunting-cap, bruised and battered out. of all 
shape, matched it well ; and brown cord breeches, met by deerskin 



210 THE OLD FOBEST BAKOEB. 

gakers^ completed the attire of the weather-beaten, sou-dried 
sportsman, who rode on with Quixotic gravity, surrounded by a 
starii^ if not an admiring throng. Thus escorted — ^the noble Arab 
which he rode alone denoting his rank — ^Mansfield was conducted, 
in a sort of triumphal procession, to a garden on the banks of the 
river, where a tent was pitched for his reception. The elephant, 
just arrived, was refreshing itself in the stream, and a party of 
Coolies were cooking their messes, to recruit themsekes after 
their march. Here the Brahmins asked permission to take their 
leave — a boon most willingly granted — and Mansfield was left 

i^ to a conference more congenial to his taste. They were no 
sooner gone, than he threw aside his coat, kicked off his gaiters, 
dropped into an arm-chair, and inhaling a long whiff from the 
hookah, placed at his side by a venerable Mussulman, damned 

/ the whole fraternity of Brahmins for a set of hypocritical 
scoundrels, and despatched Aya^pah to summon Bhurmah the 
Shikaree. 

if "H^ i(i if if. 

It was not yet light enough to distinguish objects clearly, 
when Mansfield was roused by his attendant announcing that 
'' the dawn had come,^^ and that the people were ready. A sleepy 
voice answered — 

'^ Order the grey horse and the chestnut pony to be saddled. 
Take the rifies and ammunition, and go to the jungle where 
Bhurmah lost the trail yesterday. Order the Mahout to start 
with the elephant immediately, and see that there is a bundle of 
rockets in the howdah. I shall be with you before you reach 
the ground.^^ 

The interval between the first faint dawn, and the bright glare 
which immediately precedes sunrise, in the tropics, is brief. By 
the time the two sportsmen were mounted, there was sufficient 
light to enable them to pick out the elephant^s tracks, guided by 
which, they overtook the party, as Bhurmah was leading the 
way into a tigrish-looking valley, the bright verdure of which 
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contrasted strongly with the brown tints of the surrounding 
country. A ravine, which was never dried up in the hottest 
weather, ran through it, and discharged itself into a tank at one 
extremity, where the cover was thickest. On that side, the jungle 
ended abruptly in a plain, where hog might be ridden, so free was 
it from brushwood. On this, the valley contracted gradually 
towards the lulls, till it became the mere bed of a little mountain- 
stream. 

" I carried it thus far. Sahib, by sunset yesterday,^' said the 
Shikaree, pointing to the impression of four huge paws in the 
soft bed of the ravine. 

Mansfield, dismounting, stooped over the trail, and examined 
it for a few seconds attentively, whilst the natives awaited 
his opinion in silence. Having satisfied himself, he sat down, 
and with an air of serious gravity, commenced the following 
dialogue with Bhurmah : — 

" She was in no hurry when she took that line. A hurried 
step would not leave so smooth a trail.'^ 

^' No, Sahib, she had travelled three coss before she crossed the 
hills, in the grey of the morning, and she would come in here 
quietly, before the sun was hot. The trail was long cold when 
I ran it up to this jungle.'' 

"You have been on her trail before. Is this one of her 
favourite haunts?" 

" I have marked her into it more than once,'' answered the 
old man. " But who can tell where a wandering tigress will lie 
down to-morrow, although you have found her bed warm to-day ? 
She is seldom more than twelve hours in one place, and the 
death-lament may now be singing ten coss off, for the man she 
killed last night. I have lived in the jungles now more than 
thirty years, and the people have not called me Baghmar* with- 
out a cause, but this tigress has always proved too cunning 
for me." 

* Baghma/r — ^Tiger^layer. 

p 2 
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'' Ay^ but you are the man^ Bkuxmah, who is destined to nm 
her down,'' interrupted Mansfield, who thoroughly understood 
native character, and observed that the old Shikarees want of 
confidence had thrown a damp over the spirits of the rest. " It 
IB you, and you only, that shall bring her to bay. I was told it 
in a dream." 

At this announcement, every face brightened, and eveiry doubt 
of success vanished. 

** Well, Sahii, your words must be true," replied Bhwrmah, 
stroking his long white mustache, with a look of gratified 
vanity ; '' and, as such is my fate, I shall follow her to the world's 
end. May dogs defile her grave ! — ^my only son fell under her 
accursed paws, and I suppose I shall die by a tiger, too, when 
my hour comes. But who can escape his fate P " 

^ Very true, my fine fellow ; but your fate is to get another 
medal, for ridding the country of this incarnate devil — so, let us 
to work. You say that you found no track leading from the 
east side into the jungle, so now try the outskirts to the westward 
with your people, while I foUow the trail along this ravine with 
the elephant, and mind you get into trees the moment you hear 
me holla — I am sure she is here." 

While the natives, fifteen in number, examined the edges of 
the cov^r, to ascertain if the tigress had passed through, Mans- 
field aqd Charles, mounted on the elephant, searched the bed of 
the ravine : following the foot-prints until they were lost on 
rocky soil. After making several fruitless casts to recover the 
trail, they rejoined the natives, who had also failed in finding any 
outgoing track. A brief consultation was held, and the result 
was Bhurmah declaring his conviction that the tigress lay 
concealed in the cover. 

Mansfield, therefore, ordered every man, except Ayapah^ who 
would accompany him on the elephant, to take up a position, by 
which all points might be guarded. And, as a further precaution, 
a native horseman was posted on an eminence, commanding a 
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clear view, with orders not to lose sight of the tigreds, if she 
broke away. 

These arrangements having been made, the stately elephant 
advanced, at the word of command, crashing his way through the 
yielding branches as a ship tosses the opening waves from her 
side. His progress was slow, for the utmost exertions of the 
Maiout were required to force him through some parts of the 
thicket, where masses of prickly shrubs bristled against him, aad 
tough creepers matted the bushes into a compact barrier, which 
threw back the immense animal at every rush he made to beat 
them down. Some hours were spent in this arduous search. The 
heat was becoming intense ; the elephant growing sulky, and the 
Mahout muttering to himseK broken sentences, expressive of 
impatience; even Aya^pah relaxed in the diligent scrutiny with 
which he had examined each tuft of grass. But the leader 
persevered in his usual patient manner, never passing a bush 
until it was thoroughly beaten, although no trace had as yet been 
found to cheer them. Once, indeed, the elephant trumpeted, and 
a rustle was heard in front. The rifles were raised, and the eyes 
of the sportsmen eagerly fixed upon the moving bushes; but 
Mansfield^s weapon was quietly replaced, and Charles's suddenly 
snatched from his hand, as the shaggy hide of a bear brushed 
through the underwood. Charles opened his eyes in astonishment, 
at being thus unceremoniously disarmed, and turned upon 
Mansfield in no very amiable mood. But the old sportsman 
9iet his angry glance with a quiet smile. 

"Come, Charley, my boy,'' said he, returning the rifle, ''do 
not be angry. 'Tis very annoying, I grant you, to be deprived of 
so tempting a shot; but I really could not afford to lose the 
tigress, after all the trouble she has given us, for the sake of a 
bear, which we can find at any time. You have no idea what 
skulking brutes these Man-eaters are; they never show fight 
imless they are driven to it; and this old devil has become so 
cunning, from being frequently hunted, that the report of a 
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rifle would send her off to her stronghold among the hills^ if she 
be within hearing/' 

One comer of the valley, in which were some withered 
brambles, overgrown by high spear-grass, was yet untried. To 
this the wearied elephant was advancing with unwilling steps^ 
when a monkey, which had been quietly watching their pro- 
ceedings, was observed to spring from tree to tree, looking down, 
grinning, and chattering with every mark of violent agitation, 
while the long grass waved below him. 

" Look, Sahib ! " cried Ayapah^ from the back of the AowdaA. 

" Push on the elephant to his utmost ! " shouted Mansfield, in 
a voice of thunder ; " she is there, and is making off/' 

The sagacious brute knew well that his game was near. His 
eye glistened, and flapping his ears, he rushed forward with his 
trunk curled in the air. 

''There is the trail!'' exclaimed AyapaA, pointing to a fresh 
impression of paws on the side of the ravine. 

*' Shall I cross ? " asked the MaAout, looking over his shoulder. 

'* Over, quick," was the reply. " She is away I Hark to that 
holla!" 

While he spoke, a piercing yell proclaimed a view; and then 
arose the wild Shikar cry, in full chorus, causing every nerve to 
thrill with excitement. The goaded elephant scrambled across 
the ravine, and threaded his way to the point where shouts of 
Bagh announced that the tigress was approaching. The jungle 
rang with the cry, and it was returned in echoes from the hills. 
Rockets were discharged, and every exertion made to hem her in ; 
but she had been hunted before, and would not be stopped. The 
directing signal from the scouts was still forward, and, before the 
elephant had forced a passage through the jungle, a Shikaree, 
watching the plain, waved his turban, and uttered the well-known 
whoop, which announced that she had broken cover. 

'' Confound her for a cunning devil ! " muttered Mansfield ; 
'' she has beaten us, and is off to the hills." 
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Charles^ who had been standing up in the howdah^ trembling 
with eagerness, and stamping impatiently with his feet, as if by 
doing so he could drive the elephant faster, dropped his rifle, and 
sank back into his seat with a blank look of disappointment. 

They had now reached the open plain, and there was the Sewar, 
on whom all their hopes of marking the game depended; his 
arms and legs going like a windmill in fits, screwing along his 
old spavined mare, in apparently hot pursuit of the flying tigress. 
He might safely have done his best, for there was little fear of a 
native horseman overtaking a wandering Man-eater across a hilly 
country. But, to make '^ certainty more sure,^' he pulled yet 
harder than he spurred; and the consequence was, a pace 
admirably adapted for raising a cloud of dust. Of course, as 
he intended, the tigress disappeared over the brow of a hill, 
well in advance, and he returned faster than he went, brandishing 
his spear manfully, as if he really had intended to use it. With- 
out slackening his speed, he galloped up to the elephant, all in a 
foam, and pulling the poor old mare on her haunches, by a 
tug that weU-nigh broke her jaw, blustered out a confused 
account of his own amazing zeal, and hints of what he would 
have done, had the tigress not fled before him. '' Inshallah! 
she did not wait till my spear could reach her — she fled like a 
bird before a hawk ! '' 

" It is well for you that she did so,'' replied Mansfield, drily. 
'^ But did you mark the tigress ? Was she in sight when you 
gained the top of the hill ? " 

^^What could your slave do?'' replied the Sewar, looking 
rather crestfallen. " Could he outstrip the wind ? " 

This unsatisfactory reply was sufBcient. Mansfield turned 
from him in disgust, and, addressing his followers, urged the 
necessity of pressing on at once and endeavouring to hit her 
trail. 

" That fellow has been of Uttle service as a marker," he added; 
" but we may track her up again ; she has not gone far, A 



216 THE OLD FOREST RAKGER. 

hundred rupees to the man who strikes her trails and runs it to 
her lair!'' 

Money will do anything with a native. Tlie wearied, dispirited 
Shikarees roused themselves at the sound of rupees, and the 
chase recommenced. 

From the point where the tigress was lost, they scattered them- 
selves over the country, inspecting the soil with earnest gaze, as 
if searching for treasure. Some time elapsed without any dis- 
covery being made. At last a yoimg villager, who had been 
examining a sheep-track, stopped short, and gave the signal of 
success. All ran eagerly to the spot, crowding round a foot- 
mark, which certainly was that of a tiger. 

''Look at it, Bhvrmah," said Mansfield, uncertain how to act. 

The veteran gave it a single glance, and turning away with a 
look of contempt, declared the marks to be three days old. 

An assurance coming from such authority, admitted of no 
dispute, and the search was resumed. 

As when a puppy, opening on a false scent, brings around him 
some babblers, who bustle about, whimpering and lashing their 
sides with their feathery tails ; an old hound raises his head, and 
joins them for a moment ; but, detecting the error at the first 
sniff, leaves them with disdain to make his own cast ; so BhtmnaA, 
his long white mustache giving him an air of peculiar sagacity, 
struck off from his less experienced companions, and, as if guided 
by some unerring instinct, proceeded straight in a line, which 
brought him to a little mountain-stream. Into this he dived, 
and, for some time, disappeared; then, raising his head above 
the bank, he sent back a thrilling halloo, which was answered by 
a shout of triumph from the rest of the human pack. 

'' Hark to Bhurmak /'' shouted Mansfield. '' That signal can 
be depended upon. Bravo! old fellow; you deserve another 
medal, and shall have it.'' 

On joining him, he was found inspecting the margin of a 
small pool. 
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" She has stopped here to drink^ and cannot be far ahead ; for 
the sun has not yet dried the moisture from her foot-prints/' 

This was addressed by Mansfield to his Peon, Ayapah, who, 
jealous that another should excel, began to doubt before he had 
deigned to look. The old Shikaree listened in silence, and with 
a smile of triumph, to the acknowledgment, which, after a careful 
examination of the spot, the Te(m was obliged to make, that they 
were now on the true scent. 

The new trail was followed up rapidly, each step eliciting some 
cheering remark, as to its distinctness. It had been found upon 
the summit of the hills, where a considerable extent of table-land 
intervened before the country beyond became visible. Over this 
the Shikarees proceeded at a long trot without a check, tiU the 
plain lay stretched beneath them. A flock of goats was feeding 
amongst the rocks on the mountain side, watched by a shepherd, 
who sat motionless, like a bronzed figure, on the heated rocks. 
The little grey fox basked in the sun, heedless of his proximity ; 
and the wolf passed by at a lazy trot, lolling out his tongue, and 
hanging his slouching head as if indifferent to the presence of 
man. Eanges of naked rocks encircling a plain of barren sand, 
like a vast amphitheatre, met the eye on every side. The scanty 
vegetation was scorched into a uniform sunburnt tint, and the 
few sickly date-trees which reared their stunted heads in the 
midst of the wilderness, only served to heighten the appearance 
of desolation. There is something peculiarly wild in such a 
scene. A sky without a cloud, a plain without a spot of verdure, 
cracked into gaping fissures, and the sun, like a ball of burnished 
metal, blazing over its nakedness. No smoke to mark the site 
of a single hut ; no trace of man, save that solitary goatherd, 
passing his life amongst the beasts of the desert, and they not 
fearing him. 

So far the party had pursued the wandering tigress by her 
trail. The nature of the chase was now altered. 

While the natives stood clustered together at fault, having 
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lost the track among stones^ Mansfield was looking around^ 
considering where they would probably bring her to bay, when 
his quick eye perceived the goats to start, and scramble in 
confusion up the rocks. 

''My rifle, Ayapah; there she goes V^ 

It was indeed the hunted tigress once more in view. Charles 
threw forward his rifle, and fired without a moment's hesitation, 
although the tigress was nearly three hundred yards distant. 
But the bullet fell far short of its intended mark. 

" That is rather too long a range for accurate shooting. Master 
Charles,'^ said Mansfield; "we must push on and get nearer. 
She can never keep up that pace under such a sun.'' 

'' Sahihy if an old man may speak," interrupted Bhurmah, " it 
will be better to remain quiet. She is making straight for Aer 
house — ^that ravine below us. There she will lay up. I have 
followed her trail into it before now." 

" I dare say you are right," replied Mansfield, watching the 
tigress with his glass. '' She is nearly blown. Ay, now she 
looks back — I can see her jaws wide open, her tongue is hanging 
a foot out of her mouth, and is as white as her teeth. We have 
her now — she has disappeared under the bank. Her race is run, 
and she mtcst stand to bay. But, oh ! for two hours more of 
daylight!" he added, looking at the lengthening shadows on 
the plain. 

" It is a stronghold she has chosen," observed Bhurmah, '' I 
have seen a tiger hold out for a whole day against three elephants 
in that very place; and you may be sure the Man-eater of 
Shikarpoor knows the strongest part." 

''She shall not beat us," exclaimed Mansfield, rising and 
motioning to the Mahout. " She shall not beat us, if we should 
be forced to bum her in her lair. Come on !" 

" The bushes are green," quietly observed Bhurmah, 

By the time the indefatigable band had surrounded their game, 
the sun was gilding the hill-tops with its setting rays. Not a 
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moment was lost. Bhwrmdh mounted the howdah that he might 
guide the Mahout at once to the spot where he expected to find 
the tigress, for he knew every inch of ground, and, on this 
occasion, he was not mistaken. The experienced Shikaree 
brought the elephant under a clump of bauble-bushes which 
grew upon a high ledge of almost perpendicular rock. Farther 
progress was impossible. Pointing upwards to an opening in 
the grass, through which a heavy animal had evidently passed, 
he said — 

"There is her den!'' A low growl from the centre of the 
bushes confirmed his accuracy. 

She had chosen her stronghold admirably. It was protected, 
in front, by a mountain-stream, and backed by a perpendicular 
rock, which projected over it so as to shelter it from above. 
Mansfield looked in vain for a path where the elephant might 
find footing. There was none. A man might have reached the 
den by climbing ; but certain death would have been the fate of 
him who dared to approach the watchful tigress. One chance of 
success still remained, and it was adopted. The elephant having 
been withdrawn, Mansfield and Charles posted themselves on a 
rock, sufficiently high to protect them from the tigress, in the 
event of her bolting, and directed the people to bombard her 
position with rockets from the opposite height. But all was 
ineflfectual. Showers of rockets Ughted up the gloomy chasm, 
and ignited the thin grass along its edges, but it quickly 
consumed, without spreading to the bushes in which she lay : 
they were green, and would not bum. 

When the whole stock of combustibles had been exhausted, 
rocks were hurled down, and volleys of matchlocks fired; but the 
only result was an occasional surly growl; and the party, wearied 
and dispirited by their fruitless eflforts, were unwilHngly obliged 
to retire, it having become too dark for further operations. 

For three whole days the same party traversed the country 
without finding a mark, or hearing any intelligence of the 
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dreaded tigress. Bat she was pursued by men who had sworn 
thai she should die^ and the ardour of their search was not 
relaxed. 

On the morning of the fourth day^ whilst Bkurmah and his 
men were trying some covert in the neighbourhood, two herd- 
boys sat watching their buffaloes in that valley where the pursuit 
had first commenced. They cared little about tigers ; for they 
knew that the old bull of their herd would protect them while 
they kept at his side. And now, believing that the great Man- 
eater had been driven from the neighbourhood, there was nothing 
to fear. Thus, unsuspicious of danger, the boys sauntered along, 
picking berries, and amusing themsdves with childish sports, tiU 
they had wandered a considerable distance from their protectors^ 

Alas ! the destroyer was at hand. She had crept from busk 
to bush, so silently, that her heavy breathing first gave warning 
of her approach. The hindermost child turned round, his heart 
beating with a vague presentiment of danger. The fierce eye of 
the tigress met his. He uttered a scream of terror, and shrieked 
the fearful name of Bagh I The sound had scarcely passed his 
lips, when the terrible roar of the monster shook the earth, and 
his small bones crackled between her jaws. The other boy fled 
to the nearest tree, into which he climbed with the agility of a 
monkey; from thence he saw the tigress toss her prey over her 
shoulder, and trot back, growling, to the jungle. As soon as 
she was out of sight he hurried to the village to give the alarm; 
and, in less than an hour, Mansfield and his followers, guided by 
the little herd-boy, were on their way to the fatal spot. 

It was a sight to melt the heart, to see that poor trembUng 
child standing with the tears rolling down his cheeks, over the 
scene of the late tragedy. 

The ground was spattered with the blood and brains of his 
brother ; and as he told his melancholy tale, a cold shudder ran 
through his little frame, and choked his feeble voice, each time 
that his downcast gaze fell upon the horrible traces. 
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Mansfield drew a rough hand across his eyes, as he ordered 
the elephant to ^neel, in a voice that faltered. 

'^ Ask that boy, one of you/' said he, addressing a Peon, '' if 
he would like to come with me, on the elephant, and see that 
cursed tigress die/' 

The man whom he addressed stared ; and a murmur of amaze- 
ment ran around, at an offer so little in conformity with a native's 
idea of becoming dignity. To mount a naked outcast boy upon 
the same elephant with an English Burrah Sahib t The idea 
was almost sacrilegious. But the honest, manly heart of 
Mansfield knew no such petty pride, and he repeated his orders 
in a tone which admitted of no remonstrance, whilst he cast a 
look of kindness on the poor despised child, whose large black 
eyes were fixed upon Inm, with a look of stupified amazement. 
He was reluctantly obeyed : Charles bad taken his seat, and 
Mansfield was about to foUow, when the elephant, tired of 
kneeling so long on hard ground, gave utterance to his annoyance, 
by an «ngry roar. 

Before the elephant had time to rise, the buffaloes, which had 
been quietly grazing round the edge of the jungle, raised their 
heads, snorted, and rushed in a body towards one point, bellowing 
furiously. 

'' Bagh / Bagh ! " shrieked the terrified child, cowering down 
into the bottom of the howdah. 

'' By Heavens, it is ! '* cried Mansfield, springing to the ground. 
''She has taken the alarm already. — ^The large rifle, quick !" 

Aya^ah thru^ it into his hand. Setting the third sight, for 
a long shot, he stretched back one leg, and slowly raised the 
heavy weapon to his eye, his finger feeling the trigger, with a 
pressure so gradual, that the barrel seemed to pour forth its 
contents, spontaneously, at the instant it rested motionless. 

''That hit her V* he calmly observed, as he dropped the dis- 
charged weapon into the hollow of his arm, asid stood for a 
moment to watch the effect of the shot. 
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The tigress^ who was stealing along, at a distance of fall two 
hundred yards, uttered a short angry roar, and dropped on her 
knees. When she rose, one fore-leg hung dangling from her 
shoulder, and in this crippled state she slunk into cover, pursued 
by the buffaloes, bellowing at her haunches. 

A murmur of admiration ran around the bystanders at this 
exhibition of skiU, which so far exceeded what the majority 
thought possible, that it seemed more than human, and made 
them look upon the successful marksman almost in the light of 
a Demi-god. Even old Bhurmah could hardly believe his senses, 
when he heard the soft thvd of the bullet, and saw the animal 
drop, at a distance so far beyond the range of his own trusty 
matchlock. And the poor little herd-boy clasped his hands 
together, and his large eyes glistened with tears of gratitude 
when the joyful shout announced that his dreaded enemy was 
disabled from flight, and her death certain. 

Without noticing the admiration which his skilful shot had 
occasioned, Mansfield reloaded his rifle with scrupulous exactness, 
and took his seat in the howdah beside Charles, with the wonder- 
ing herd-boy between them. Old Bhu/rmah climbed up on the 
elephant's crupper to insure being in at the death, and the stately 
animal marched up to the final encounter. 

Drops of blood guided them to the bush in which the wounded 
tigress lay. The heavy foot of the advancing elephant shook the 
ground. She raised her head, laid back her ears savagely, and 
ceased licking the blood from her shattered shoulder. Mansfield 
cautioned Charles to be ready, but not to fire in a hurry, as he 
would wait for him to take the first shot. They were now near 
enough to observe the bush agitated, as if she was collecting 
herself for a rush, and a low growl gave forth its warning. Old 
Bhurmah danced about like a maniac, one hand grasping the 
back of the howdah to support- himself, the other brandishing his 
sword; and his long white mustache, which curled up to his 
eyes, giving him a look of ferocity almost equal to that of the 
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tigress. The sagacious elephant twisted his trunk up to be out 
of harm's way, and advanced cautiously another step. A louder 
growl increased to a short hoarse roar. 

'^ Keep him steady now, — she is coming/' said Mansfield, 
addressing the Mahout with perfect coolness. Charles held his 
breath, and his eyes seemed as if starting from his head with 
excitement, as he cocked both barrels of his rifle, and half raised 
it to his shoulder. 

" No hurry, boy; take her coolly,'' said Mansfield. 

The branches crashed — a brindled mass gleamed through 
them — and the tigress sprang forth. Her flaming eye gazed 
wildly around, then settled on her foes. Every hair in her body 
stood erect — ^her tail lashed her painted sides, and her flanks 
heaved laboriously, as if almost suffocated with rage. Uttering 
a deep growl, she arched her back and lowered her head for 
a spring. 

" Now ! " 

Quick as lightning followed the flash of the rifle, both barrels 
being discharged almost simultaneously, and the tigress staggered 
back with two balls in her chest. She recovered her footing, 
and was in the act of bounding forward to the charge, when a 
shot from Mansfield's unerring rifle entered her brain. She 
dropped from her proud attitude, and the famous Man-eater of 
Shikarpoor lay gasping in a pool of blood, which gushed from a 
ragged hole between her eyes. 

Whilst Ayapah busied himself in the important operation of 
singeing the whiskers of the dead tigress, the overjoyed natives 
crowded around, rending the air with shouts, and invoking 
blessings on the head of the Burrah Sahib, the invincible slayer 
of wild beasts, whose powerftd hand had rid the country of this 
dreadful scourge. 

Mansfield and Charles reloaded their rifles, and, guided by the 
keen eye of old Burmah, followed the back trail to examine the 
lair of the famous Man-eater. They now forced their way 
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ihrougli the tangled brushwood without fear of danger ; and^ in 
the heart of a thick clump of bauble bushes, soon found the 
half-devoured remains of the unfortunate herd-boy. On a 
farther search, many more ghasUy traces were found of the 
dreaded monster's fearful devastation. Human bones, and 
human bones alone — ^for, of late she had coniBned herself exclu- 
sively to man-eating — ^lay scatt^ed about in various directions ; 
and one there was, which, more than all the others, smote the 
heart of Charles with a feeling of deadly sickness. It was a 
mangled and disjointed skeleton ; but the long silken tresses of 
a woman still hung in tangled masses from the grinning skull; 
and silver bangles, once the cherished ornaments of female beauty, 
now encircled bleached and marrowless bones. What a fearful 
mockery of human vanity was this ! And, oh ! what dreadful 
pangs had racked those fleshless bones! What maddening 
thoughts had flitted through that now senseless skull 1 What 
wild shrieks of despair had been uttered by those mouldering 
jaws, ere the trembling spirit took its flight 1 How many 
unavailing tears have been shed for the untimely, p^haps 
unknown fate of her, who, now a loathsome skeleton, may once 
have been the smiling beauty of the village ! — ^perhaps a beloved 
wife! — perhaps the widowed mother of children! — helpless, 
friendless children, who now look in vain for the fond smile of 
maternal tenderness, in the cold eyes of strangers ; and, with 
feeble voices, call upon the name of her who loved th^n. 

Eeader, if thou hast ever assisted in slaying a Man-eater; if 
thou hast ever gazed on such a scene as this, thou wilt doubtless 
have felt, as Charles did, somethiag more than a hunter's 
triumph at the successful termination of thy labours ; and thy 
heart wiU have swelled with a grateful consciousness of having 
been an instrument in the hands of Providence, to deliver 
thy helpless fellow-creatures from one of the most dreadful 
scourges by which the human race is persecuted — a confirmed 
Man-eater. 



THE SACKED TILLAQE. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE 8ACEBD TILLAGE. 

|EIlX)RE daylight, on the morning 
after the successful encoonter witii 
the Man-eat«r, Mansfield and Charlea, 
accompanied by the Doctorj who 
had joined them on the previous 
evening, were making the best of 
their way, across a wide extent of 
barren plain, towards the sacred 
island of Seevasamoodrum. Here 
they intended to halt for a day, on 
their way home, to visit the cde- 
biated falls of the Cauvary. The country over which they 
travelled being of that uninteresting character which affords 
neither fine scenery nor any prospect of adventure, beyond a 
chance shot at an antelope oi a bustard, Mansfield beguiled the 
tedium of a long march by giving his companions a description 
of the island and the falls. This oui Readers will prahaps pardon 
us for repeating, in as few words as possible, to save explanation 
hereafter. 

Seevasamoodrum, one of the smaU islands of the river Cauvary, 
affords an object of interest to the anticjuary, as having been the 
site of the ancient and sacred city of Gungar Parah. It is now 
almost a wilderness, overgrown with high jungle grass, and forest 
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trees ; the only traces of its former splendour whicli now remain 
being the ruins of two or three Pagodas, with fragments of 
ancient sculpture, half buried in the earth. It is also interesting 
to the admirer of nature, from the beauty of its scenery, and the 
magnificent faUs which the river forms on either side of it; and 
to the sportsman, as being a favourite haunt of tigers and other 
wild animals. 

The island still retains its sacred character ; and a few modem 
Pagodas have sprung up among the ruins, like suckers from 
a decayed root, affording shelter to a nest of lazy Brahmin 
priests, its only inhabitants. It is the property of a petty 
Jagheerdar, named Ehamaswamy, who, from having been head 
servant to an European gentleman, has gradually amassed a 
fortune, and raised himself to a situation of some importance. 
Whether he came by his wealth honestly or otherwise, does 
not appear. But, at all events, he has shown his gratitude 
to those from whom he derived it, by erecting upon the island 
a handsome, well-furnished house, the hospitable doors of 
which are ever open to his European friends. An establish- 
ment of servants, and a palanquin, are also kept. And, to 
particular friends, the key of a well-stocked cellar is generally 
offered, although few trespass so far upon his hospitality as to 
make use of it. 

The larger branch of the river, which flows on the western side 
of the island, forms the fall called Gungan JooUy or the '' Leap 
of Gungah.'^ The corresponding fall, on the eastern side, is called 
Bir JooU, from Bir, sl banyan-tree. The legend from which 
the falls derive their names, is as follows. It is a translation 
from an ancient Hindoo MS. preserved in one of the Pagodas of 
Seevasamoodrum. 

" Gungah Raj, King of Seevasamoodrum, had a servant, whose 
name was Humpah. This man conceived a violent desire to eat 
at the table of Gungah Eaj. But being of low caste, his doing 
so would, according to the religion of the Hindoos, have been 
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considered an abominable pollution. His wish was at lengl^ 
gratified in the Mowing extraordinary manner. .1 

"As Humpah one day wandered along the bank of the river in 
a melancholy mood^ thinking how he might possibly accomplish 
the object of his wishes^ he met a yonng woman^ bearing upon 
her head a pitcher of milk. The woman addressed Humpah, and 
demanded the cause of his melancholy. He, being ashamed, 
refused to tell her. But the woman was a sorceress, and not 
only informed him that she was aware of his desires, but promised, 
on certain conditions, that they should be gratified. Humpah, 
having agreed to her terms, she procured a young bir, or banyan- 
tree, which had grown under the shade of a large tree of the same 
species. Erom this young shoot she prepared a certain ointment, 
with which she directed Humpah to anoint his forehead. Upon 
doing so, he immediately became invisible ; and, by means of 
this charm, was enabled, for the space of twelve years, not only 
to partake of the luxuries of Oungah Eaj's table, but to parti- 
cipate in all the other pleasures which the Bajah enjoyed. At 
length Gungah Baj fell sick, but had no apparent disease to 
account for his altered appearance. He consulted the divinity, 
who informed him that his sickness was occasioned by an inmate 
of his house, and directed him to mix some very hot ingredients 
in the dishes that were sent to table, by which means the 
offender would be discovered. This was accordingly done ; and 
Humpah, by eating of the hot preparation, was thrown into such 
a profuse perspiration, that the charmed ointment was washed 
from his forehead, and he became visible. 

Humpah fell dead before the Eajah as they sat at meat. 

Gungah Eaj applied to the Brahmins to know by what means 

he might be cleansed from the pollution he had sustained. They 

replied, that nothing but death could wipe away the stain ; and 

Gungah, with his favourite wife, resolved to destroy themselves 

by leaping down the cataract. The Eajah, having mounted a 

spirited horse, and placed his wife behind him, galloped furiously 

q2 
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towards the precipice. The noble animal took the leap boldly ; 
but, instead of plunging into the gulf below, alighted in safety on 
the opposite bank. A herdsman seeing this, and being aware of 
the Bajah's determination, came up, and advised him to blindfold 
the animal. The Rajah accordingly took off his turban, and 
having bound it over the eyes of his horse, leaped down the 
precipice with his wife, and so perished.*' 

We may here remark that the distance, from bank to bank, said 
to have been cleared by the EajaVs charger, is upwards of three 
hwnd/redfeeU The sceptical traveller would be apt to doubt the 
authenticity of this part of the legend, were it not that the foot- 
prints of a horse, deeply indented in the solid rock, still remain 
to mark the exact spot where the Eajah alighted. — ^Who can 
doubt such evidence as this, supported, as it is, by the authority 
of an ancient Hindoo MS, and the solemn asseverations of a whole 
village of Brahmin priests ? 

The fall on the other side of the island is called Bir JooU, in 
commemoration of the banyan-tree, from which the charm was 
prepared. The ancient tree under which the charmed plant is 
said to have grown, is still to be seen near the bridge. 

Nothing particularly worthy of notice occurred during the 
march, and three hours of hard riding brought our travellers to 
the village of Bulkawaddy, on the banks of the Cauvary, from 
whence, to reach the island, it was necessary to cross a branch of 

the river in basket-boats. Here they were met by Mr. M , a 

very intelligent half-caste, who acted as overseer of Ehama- 
swamy^s property, and did the honours to his guests in the 
absence of the Old Gentleman, who resided at Mysore, and 

seldom visited the island himself. Mr. M , having been 

apprised of their intended visit, by a messenger despatched on 
the previous evening, had a large basket-boat in waiting, to 
ferry the party across the river. Charles, who had never before 
seen one of these antedilavian-looking craft, was not a little 
astonished, on reaching the bank of the river, to behold nothing 
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but a huge circular wicker-basket, roughly covered with hides, 
and manned by two naked boatmen, eadi provided with a long 
bamboo pole instead of a paddle. 

The stream was rapid, and the sharp-pointed rocks which shot 
up in all directions above the surface of the troubled waters, 
threatened destruction to the rash mortals who dared to brave 
the fury of the torrent in so frail, and apparently unmanageable, 
a machine, as a circular basket propelled by poles. Charles, 
however, seeing that Mansfield jumped in without hesitation, and 
that even the Doctor showed but slight symptoms of fear, took 
his place, and said nothing, till he saw the horsekeepers leading 
the horses down the bank, as if with the intention of embarking 
them also. 

This was a proceeding which he could not by any means under- 
stand, much less admire, and perching himself upon the edge of 
the boat, to keep his legs out of harm^s way, he asked Mansfield, 
with a look of astonishment, how he proposed stowing the horses. 

Mansfield laughed heartily at the idea of embarking three fiery 
horses in a frail basket-boat, and explained that he only intended 
to take them in tow, and make them swim. To accomplish this, 
in so rapid a stream, and with so many impediments in their 
course, appeared to Charles little less difficult than embarking 
them at once. But, although he fully expected to be forced to 
swim for his life, before they reached the opposite side, he put 
the best face he could upon the matter, and looked on in silence. 

The horsekeepers having removed the saddles and bridles, and 
fastened a rope round the neck of each horse> jumped into the 
basket-boat, and holding the end of the rope, called to their 
respective charges to follow them. The sagacious animals 
reluctantly obeyed, snorting and pawing, as they gradually 
waded into the water, till it suddenly deepened, and they were 
obliged to betake themselves to swimming. Once fairly afloat, 
the horses were pulled up close to the edge of the basket, and 
the horsekeepers, holding the rope in one hand, caressed the heads 
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af their favourites with the other, whilst they strove to encourage 
iiiem by every term of endearment, which Uie fondest nurse could 
have lavished on a frightened child. 

It is beautiful to witness the mutual attachment which exists 
between an Indian groom — ^than whom there is no better groom 
in the world— and his horse ; and enough to make an English- 
man blush for his country, when he thinks of the barbarous 
treatment, which even the best-guided horses sometimes meet with 
among his more civilised brethren. 

But this is a digression, and one for which Ikiglish grooms, 
at least, and perhaps English Stee^le-ehasers, will hardly thwik 
us. Well ! no matter— it is a short one— and if it h^pen to 
meet the eye of those worthies — an honour we hardly dare to hope 
for — ^they may revenge themselves by calling the Forest Bamger 
an '* Old Fogy,"' which will be no great matter either : so let us 
return to our subject. 

One vigorous push sufficed to launch the frail bark, with her 
living cargo and appendages, from the sheltered nook wh^e she 
lay, into the angry flood; and sent her sweeping along with 
fearful rapidity, amidst rocks, and shoals, and quicksands. The 
raging waters hissed, and roared, and boiled; the horses soiorted; 
the boatmen shouted ; and all appeared a scene of wild confusion; 
whilst, to add to the horror of a novice in such matters, the scaly 
snout of a hungry alligator would ever and anon thrust itself 
above water, as if to remind the unfortunate occupants of the 
whirling basket, that an upset in such company would probably be 
attended with more serious consequences than a wet jacket. The 
quick eyes and nervous arms of the practised boatmen, however, 
carried them safe through all difficulties. 

They had just escaped, by something like a miracle, from being 
dashed to pieces on a pointed rock, and had got into the strength 
of a rapid which appeared to be hurrying them towards inevitable 
destruction in a boiling whirlpool, when by a dexterous push, 
given at the right moment, the frail bark was diverted from her 
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course^ and even Mansfield drew his breath more freely, as he 
perceived that she had been caught up by a smooth current of 
back-water, and was gliding swiftly and steadily towards the bank. 

"Wed, wed; thanks be to goodness we'r no' bom to be 
drowned; although some o' us may be spared to stretch a tow 
yet : and thaf s a comfortable reflection/' So said the Doctor, 
now breaking silence for the first time, and diving into his 
capacious pocket in search of his snuff-mulL 

"Which do you call a comfortable reflection. Doctor?'' said 
Mansfield, laughing. '^The certainty of our not being bom 
to be drowned, or the probability of some of us living to be 
hanged— eh?" 

^' Whist noo. Captain, wi' your ill-timed jokes," replied the 
Doctor, cramming a huge pinch of snuff up his nostrils, and 
trying to look grave in spite of a strong inclination to laugh. 
"Be thankfu' that ye are in a dry skin, my man, and dinna be 
o'er sure it's no' yoursd' that has the hangman's mark on him — 
ye hae an awfu' hempy look whiles — and, by my troth, I hae seen 
as hkdy a lad come to an ill end." 

Having landed in safety, the dripping half-drowned horses 
were rubbed down and saddled, and the travellers, remounting, 
rode on slowly towards the village. 

It was a lovely morning. The sun, although bright, even for 
an Indian sun, had not yet been sufficiently long above the 
horizon to render the heat oppressive. The balmy morning air 
had still all the freshness and elasticity of youth. The dewdrops 
hung, like liquid diamonds, from the long pendent branches of 
the stately palm-trees, which bent gracefully over the wimpling 
river, as if lost in admiration of their own beautiful forms. On 
the opposite bank, the picturesque huts of the village, half- 
concealed amidst a grove of venerable trees, with the richly- 
carved Pagoda rearing its head proudly in the midst, were 
brightly reflected from the surfEice of a deep, still pool of the 
river. And on the strand, and in the water, were numberless 
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groups of natives, adding beauty to the scene, by every variety 
of gracefid drapeiy and picturesqae colouring. In a seqaestered 
nook, at cautious distance from the contaminating presence of his 
less holy brethren, a devout Brahmin performed with scrupulous 
exactness the prescribed number of priestly ablutions, muttering; 
as he did so, his pharisaical prayers; And, on the bank above, a 
Faiir — a Mahometan devotee — snaked as at the day of his birth 
— ^for your devout Fakir does not condescend to the common 
decencies of life — ^lay extended at fall length upon his back, with 
his long tangled locks, which shears had never dared to violate, 
carefally spread out to dry. He also offered up his morning 
prayers, and ever as he told a bead, he cast a look of proud 
contempt on the benighted Pagan, who, in the plenitude of his 
ignorance, shaved his head and clothed his body. Here a group 
of laughing girls disported themselves, like bathing nymphs, 
amidst the sparkling water; whilst their companions, who had 
not yet completed their morning task, came and went, balancing 
elegantly-formed jars on their stiU more graceful heads; their 
silken robes filling the air with the perfume of sandal-wood, and 
the heavy silver bangles, which encircled their ankles, making 
music to their light elastic steps. There, a professional water- 
carrier, like an overloaded beast of burden, plodded along under 
the weight of his well-filled leathern bag, regardless of all, save 
the speedy completion of his laborious duty. In one comer of the 
bay a group of industrious fishermen plied their trade, casting their 
circular nets with skilful hand. And in another, a warlike band of 
Mysore horsemen, armed to the teeth, and soiled with dust, looked 
upon the gay scene in stem silence, whilst their wearied steeds 
eagerly plunged their muzzles into the streani^ and swallowed 
copious draughts of the refreshing beverage which had not blessed 
their sight for many a weary mile. 

The stately "adjutant" his ponderous bill reposing on his 
breast, with a look of dignified importance, stalked fearless 
amidst the crowd. And the sacred monkeys, presuming on the 



THE SACRED VILLAGE. 233 

sanctity of their character, frisked and bounded among the 
branches overhead; now descending to levy their accustomed 
tribute from the fruit-basket of a passing Brahmin; and now 
insulting, with curionsly abstruse grimaces, the profane vulgar, 
who dared to pass them by unnoticed. 

It was altogether such a scene as a painter would love to 
study, or a poet to dream of — a scene all life, and beauty, and 
apparent happiness. Who could look upon the fair face of 
nature on such a morning as this, and call himself an atheist ? 
Or what gloomy philosopher would dare to say that this is not a 
fair world— a world formed for happiness ? 

The heavens smile — ^the earth smiles — the glad waters smile, 
as they flow along their sunny course, through evergreen woods 
and flowery meadows. — The beasts of the field feed, and are 
thankful. — ^The birds of the air sing for gladness. — ^The very 
insects which live but for a day, sipping the dew of heaven, and 
dancing in the sunbeams, are grateful for their short hours of 
happiness. — And yet man, man alone of all God^s creatures, 
looks with a jaundiced eye upon the beautiful works of nature, 
and says there is no God ! or if there be, that he is a Gt)d to be 
feared, not loved. 

Why is this ? 

So thought Charles, as he gazed upon the scene in silent 
admiration. 

An answer was at hand. 

Hark to that strain of barbarous music! Behold that far- 
winding procession, approaching from the Sacred Village of the 
Hindoo! Mark that group of dancing girls — the fairest, yet 
most dissolute of their sex — singing the praises of their Demon- 
god! The gorgeous car, elaborately carved with the most 
obscene figures, bearing aloffc the hideous Idol of their worship ! 
The crowd of frantic devotees, dancing and shouting with the 
air of maniacs as they draw him along, and ready to throw 
themselves, a willing sacrifice, beneath the wheels of his chariot. 
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See the crafty Priests decking the carved image with garlands, 
and chanting his praises to excite his benighted wor^j^)0» to 
still more frantic deeds of superstition. Look upon tfais-'-a 
religious ceremony. Contrast it with the beautiful simpUcity of 
nature, and wonder no longa: that man is discontented—* 
miserable ! To one sunk in such depths of ignorance, the voice 
of nature will call unheard, the light of truth will shine unseen, 
leaving his darkened mind heedless as the mountain air, through 
which the eaglets wing hath passed. 

Charles turned with horror from the disgosting pageant, and 
spurred in haste after his companions. 

A short ride brought our travellers to the village ; their way 
lying through cultivated fields of rice, cotton, and indigo, inter- 
mixed with patches of that graceful plant, the Palma Ghristi, 
from which castor-oil — ^the common lamp-oil of the lower daases 
in India — ^is prepared. 

Passing through deserted streets — for the whole nude 
population of the village had poured forth to swell the procession 
of their Idol — and stopping for a moment to admire the beautiful 
architecture of the Pagoda, guarded by a gigantic image of the 
sacred cow, elaborately carved in black marble, they came upon 
an open space beyond the village, and found themselves in front 
of a handsome bungalow, built in the European style. Under a 
lofty portico, supported by chunam piUars, a band of obsequious 
native servants, in flowing robes and crimson turbans, stood 
ready to receive them; and a fantastically-dressed trumpeter, 
bearing a huge serpent-shaped instrument, decorated with a 
fringe of tigers' tails, brayed forth a deafening welcome. 

Charles, who had not been prepared for anything on so grand 
a scale, was struck dumb with admiration ; and his astonishniMit 
was not a little increased when, on entering the house, they were 
ushered into a lofty apartment, richly carpeted, the walls covered 
with the most expensive English prints, intermixed with oil 
paintings of Ehamaswamy and his family : the furniture being of 
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the best European manufactore^ and the tables covered with 
ohina^ ar-moiu clocks^ and other little ornaments, which one 
would expect to find in a lad/s boudoir, rather than in the house 
of a native. 

Having given his visitors time to admire the decorations, and 
particularly solicited their attention to a highly-coloured, but 
villanously-executed painting of their absent host, lilr. M ■ 
conducted them to the next room, where a breakfast-table was 
prepared in the European style, besides being loaded ..ith a 
profusion of the rarest tropical fruits ; and having shown the 
travellers to their respective bath-rooms, the polite major-domo 
took his leave for the present, leaving them to refresh themselves 
after the fatigues of their journey. 

"Weel, here's long life to Ehamaswamy!'' exclaimed the 
Doctor, laying aside his knife and fork, and proceeding to wash 
down a most substantial breakfast with a goblet of cool claret. 
*' He is a gentleman, every inch o' him, in spite o' his name ; 
and, by my troth, he kens how to make himsd' comfortable, 
there's nae doubt o' that, for there's no a better keepit house 
than this in a' Madras." 

'^ You do injustice to the hospitality of our worthy host," said 
Mansfield; ^'he never inhabits this house himself; it is kept up 
entirely for the accommodation of his European friends; and 
when he visits the island, he takes up his abode in one of the 
neighbouring Brahmin's houses, living upon the frugal fare of 
the most abstemious Hindoo." 

''Wed, wed! mair's the pity," replied the Doctor, availing 
himself of the opportunity to fill another bumper of claret. 
"But it only proves him to be mair o' a gentleman than ever; 
so here's to him again, honest man, and may grace be given him 
to quit eating cauld rice, and betake himsd' to the mair 
Christianlike vivers o' het beefsteaks, and wed corkit claret." 

Breakfast being finished, our friends lighted their cheroots and 
sallied forth on foot to visit the great fall of Gungan Jooki. 
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Mr. M attended to act as cicerone, and the trusty AyapaA, 

who considered himself an indispensable appendage to his 
master^ followed at a respectful distance. He was armed to the 
teeth^ as usual, for he loved his weapons as a woman loves her 
ornaments, and on his shoulder he bore Mansfield^s ever-ready 
rifle. This was the weapon which he respected above all others 
— ^no profane hand ever dared to touch it — and the worthy Ayapak 
never threw it across his shoulder, without assuming a look of 
determination, which might have struck awe even to the heart 
of a tiger. 

The branch of the river which forms the great fell of Gungan 
JooU is divided into two streams, just at the point where 
it throws itself over the precipice, by a small island without 
name. We used, in our younger days, to call it "Tiger Island,'' 
from the circumstance of our having encountered, and narrowly 
escaped being devoured by, a family of these amiable animals the 
first time we set foot upon it — and so "Tiger Island'' let it be. 
The appearance of an island in such a situation, tottering, as it 
were, on the brink of destruction, is very striking. It gives one 
the idea of its having been floated down the river, and acci- 
dentally stopped by some impediment, just as it reached the 
brink of the cataract. The river, which for some distance above 
the island flows along with a gentle current, here assumes a new 
character; the divided streams, as if irritated by their abrupt 
separation, sweep furiously along their rocky channels, fretting 
like parted lovers, till having reached the brink of the precipice 
which forms the fall, they haU their approaching union with a 
shout of triumph, and throwing themselves headlong from a 
height of nearly three hundred feet, are again united. The 
ever-glowing rainbow, which floats upon the spray, forms their 
bridal wreath, and echo sings a marriage hymn amidst the rocks 
and caverns of the surrounding mountains. It is a song of 
thunder — fit music for such giant lovers. 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 



TIGER HUNTING AT THE FALLS OF THE CAUVARY. 




E left our three friends, attended by 

Mr. M , and the trnsty AyapaA, 

on their way to visit the great fall 
of £ir Jooki. We have already, 
in our last chapter, inflicted upon 
our readers a translation of the 
Hindoo legend, from which this 
fall derives its name. We have 
also attempted to present them 
with a faint outline of the river, 
and Tiger Island. We must now 
try to describe the fall itself. But, being aware that the subject 
is one considerably beyond our powers, we feel ourselves in 
honour bound to forwarn our Gentle Eeader of the fact; and to 
beg, if he have the slightest objection to a bad description of fine 
scenery, that he will be kind enough to skip over the next few 
pages, and either take our word for it that Bir Jooki, in spite of 
its barbarous name, is one of the grandest falls in the world ; or, 
if that be not sufficient, let him, after having applied to us for a 
letter of introduction to our friend Ehamaswamy, take his passage 
in the first ship bound for Madras ; hire a palanquin, with twelve 
bearers, and a MtLSsaulchee — ^make the best of his way to the 
Island of Seemasavoodrum, and judge for himself. 
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After walking about a mile, the party struck into the low belt 
of jungle, which skirted, and concealed the river ; and, descending 
by a rugged path, suddenly emerged upon a smooth platform of 
rock, directly facing the principal fall, and about a hundred feet 
above the level of the basin, into which the cataract discharged 
itself. On their left, and so close to their position, that the rock 
on which they stood trembled, as if shaken by an earthquake, one 
branch of the river came bounding from ledge to ledge of rock, 
forming a succession of roaring cataracts, and hurrying along, in 
its headlong course, huge masses of rock, the crash of which 
might be heard, even amidst the din of raging waters. Directly 
opposite, the great fall rushed in one unbroken sheet of water, 
over a perpendicular cliff, nearly three hundred feet in height, 
and was lost in the cloud of spray, which, rising from the dark 
abyss, like steam from a boiling caldron, rolled away in light 
eddying wreaths, along the sides of the surrounding mountains. 

So stupendous a scene, bursting suddenly upon the beholder, 
is almost overpowering. The steady, unceasing, irresistible, rush 
of the eternal waters — ^giving one the idea, more than any other 
object in nature, of unlimited power — ^the fearful tormoil, unseen 
though heard, in the fathomless gulf below, the dull monotonous 
roar, the mysterious cloud of vapour, all tend to bewilder the 
senses. The head swims, the sight is dazzled, the ear is stunned^ 
all the faculties appear to be paralysed. Man feels his own 
insignificance, and the proudest gazes for a moment in awe-struck 
silence. 

Even the Doctor held his breath, and the remains of his 
beloved cheroot, not yet half consumed, dropped unheeded from 
his lips. 

Mansfield, folding his arms upon his chest, gazed upon the 
bewildering scene, with the same calm and apparently unmoved 
expression, which his noble features ever wore, even in moments 
of the greatest excitement; but the flashing of his dark eye 
showed that lofty thoughts were swelling in his bosom. 
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Charles, also, stood for some moments in silence, till, over- 
powered by the rush of poetical images which crowded upon his 
mind, he sprang forward to the very edge of the precipioje, and 
throwing his arms doffc, like a young eagle spreading its wings 
for flight, shouted, at the top of his voice, the following beautiful 
lines from '' Childe Harold : ""— 

" The roar of waters ! — from the headlong height 

Vdino cleareB the wave-worn precipice ; 

The fall of waters ! rapid as the light 

The flashing mass foams shaking the abyss ; 

The hell of waters I where they howl and hiss. 

And boil in endless torture ; while the sweat 

Of their great agony, wrung out from this 

Their Fhlegethon, curls round the rocks of jet 
ThaX gird the gulf around, in pitiless horror set, 

" And mounts in spray the skies, and thence again 

Returns in an unceasing shower, which round. 

With its unemptied cloud of ^ntle rain. 

Is an eternal April to the ground. 

Making it all one emerald : — ^how profound 

The gulf ! and bow the giant element 

From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound. 

Crushing the cliffs, which, downward worn and rent 
"With his fierce footsteps, yield in chasms a fearful vent 

*' To the broad column which rolls on, and shows 

More like the fountain of an infant sea 

Tom from the womb of mountains by the throes 

Of a new world, than only thus to be 

Parent of rirers, which flow gushingly. 

With many windings, through the rale : — Look back I 

Lo ! where it comes like an eternity. 

As if to sweep down all things in its track, 
Charming the eye with dread, — a matchless cataract, 

" Horribly beautiful ! but on the verge. 
From side to side, beneath the glittering mom, 
An Iris sits, amidst the infernal surge, 
like Hope upon a death-bed, and, unworn 
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Its steady dyes, while all around is torn 
By the distracted waters, bears serene 
Its brilliant hues with all their beams unshorn : 
Resembling, 'mid the torture of the scene. 
Love watching Madness with unalterable mien." 

" Whew ! '' the Doctor gave a long whistle, turned on his 
heel, picked up the stump of his cheroot, replaced it in the comer 
of his mouth, seated himself on a stone, puffed out a huge volume 
of smoke, and winking at Mansfield, tapped his forehead signifi- 
cantly with his forefinger, thereby implying that he had serious 
misgivings as to the perfect sanity of "The laddie, Maister 
Charles/' 

Standing, as he did, on the brink of a precipice, his arms 
outstretched, his flowing locks drenched by the heavy spray 
which fell around him, and shouting at the top of his voice, as if 
declaiming to the spirits of the flood, the excited appearance of 
our young friend was such as might have induced a common- 
place, unimaginative mind, to coincide in the Doctor's opinion. 
But Mansfield, although a bit of a stoic in externals, was an 
enthusiast at heart, and liked to see enthusiasm in others. He 
remembered the day when he would have acted as Charles did ; 
and a benevolent smile played around his mouth, a responsive 
chord vibrated in his heart, as he witnessed this natural burst of 
feeling in his young companion. 

" A good and apt quotation, boy,'' said he, tapping Charles on 
the shoulder, " and one I had almost forgotten. I thank you 
for reminding me of it. If you are ever asked for a description 
of the Falls of Gungah, you cannot do better than repeat these 
very lines. But your eyes have been so intently riveted upon 
that ^ Hell of waters,' as your friend Byron has it, that you have 
not yet beheld half the beauties of the scene. Look upwards, 
above the cloud of spray, hanging, as it were^ between heaven 
and earth, with what an air of dignified composure that beauteous 
island, glowing in all the splendour of tropical vegetation, sits 
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like a queen, smiling amidst the war of elements. And here, to 
the right, see that narrow gorge, throughout which the foaming 
torrent, lashed to madness in tliis boiling whirlpool, bounds with 
such frantic speed, like a hunted lion, bursting through the 
toils. Cast your eyes around, mark the grandeur of the hills 
by which we are surrounded — children of an earthquake — ^their 
hoary heads, scathed by the fires of heaven, bleached by the 
storms of a thousand ages, piercing the clouds; their rugged 
fronts frowning defiance to the spirits of the tempest ; proud and 
unyielding, as at the day of their birth. See the graceful feathery 
bamboo, cowering from the blast, and clinging for protection to 
their iron sides. The deep scarlet flowers of the rhododendron, 
glowing like gems, upon the rugged breast of that moss-grown 
rock. The swift-winged paroquets darting among the branches 
of that lofty teak-tree — ^The — Ha ! what was that ? " 

Mansfield stopped short, in the midst of his rhapsody, and, 
bending forward, listened eagerly for a repetition of the sound 
which had attracted his attention. Again it was heard, even 
amidst the din of rushing waters, and this time there could be no 
mistake. It was the short barking cry of the spotted deer, and, 
apparently, close at hand. Charles fixed his eyes upon Mansfield's 
face, with an inquiring look, as if he expected some explana- 
tion of so strange a circumstance. But Mansfield, whose 
quick ear immediately recognised the well-known signal of an 
Indian Shikaree, bounded forward, without uttering a word, and, 
snatching the proiBfered rifle from the hand of Ai/apah, followed 
with his eye the direction of his finger, as he pointed eagerly 
towards the bottom of a deep ravine, which flanked their 
position, and whispered the exciting word — Bagh, 

Mansfield's rifle was thrown hastily forward, as a bramble-bush, 
immediately below him, was seen to rustle ; and a solitary monkey, 
which sat grinning, like an evil spirit, in a dark nook of the glen, 
began to spring from rock to rock, filling the air with hideous 
screams. Swift as lightning a brindled mass glided, like a snake. 
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across an open space in the bushes^ and again disappeared in the 
dense thicket which filled the bottom of the ravine. The report 
of the rifle bellowed among the rocky caverns, as if a twelve- 
pounder had been discharged, and the narrow chasm was filled 
with a cloud of smoke. But no angry roar answered to the shot ; 
and when the sulphury vapour rolled away, the blue mark of the 
bullet, which had flattened upon a stone, in the dry watercourse 
below, convinced Mansfield that, for once, a tiger had been too 
quick for him. 

''Away with you, son of a slave!" cried he, turning upon 
the unfortunate Ayapahy for want of some more fitting object 
upon which to vent his wrath. "Why do you stand gaping 
there like an old woman, as if you had never seen a tiger 
missed before ? Off with you, I say, to the top of the hill, and 
mark him." 

At/apah turned, without answering a word, and dashed into 
the jungle — ^next moment he was seen perched amongst the highest 
.branches of a tree, which crowned a hill, and commanded a full 
view of every outlet from the ravine. But Mansfield waited, in 
vain, for a signal that the tiger had appeared. Ayapah remained 
motionless as a vulture watching his prey. 

"He does not intend to show himself, I find," observed 
Mansfield tlirowing his rifle cardessly into the hollow of his arm. 
" As my friend Ayapah would say, he has no fancy to eat buUets ; 

but we must force him a little. Mr. M y I believe you have 

some good Shikarees in your village." 

"Yes, Sar," replied the half-caste, with alacrity. "Plenty 
Shikarees got — plenty nets got. Suppose I give order, in one 
half-hour plenty Shikar men attend Master's pleasure. That 
very bad tiger, Sar — two mans he eat last week. Suppose 
Master kill that tiger, that thing make black man's heart glad. 
He very much ceremony make — ^plenty cocoa-nut, ^l^nij jaggary 
he give to Swamy" 

" Ha ! another man-eater. By the hump of the holy camel 
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we are in luck. And nets too, you say. I am glad of that, it 
is the most eflfectual way of securing a tiger in such jungly 
ground. The sooner, then, you can get the Shikarees, and the 

nets, the better. And hark ye, Mr. M , if you can manage 

to procure a few rockets at the same time, I shall feel obliged — 
it will save much trouble in beating him up. I shall leave 
Ayapah here, to watch the ravine, and, in the meantime, I would 
propose that we adjourn to the bungalow, and have some tiffin, 
to give us strength for the encounter.^^ 

"What new species of shikar is this?^' asked Charles, with a 
look of wonder. " Do you really mean to say that you intend to 
catch the tiger in a net — to bag him like a rabbit V 

"Ay,^' replied Mansfield, smiling, "and to spear him too, 
when he is bagged. How like you the idea, boy, of spearing a 
tiger on foot ? It will be something to talk of, when you get 
back to the hills.^^ 

Charles appeared rather startled by this proposal, but said 
nothing. 

The Doctor sprang to his feet, shoved his hands deep into his 
pockets, and stood staring at Mansfield with a look of utter 
bewilderment. 

" Spear a tiger ! " The words dropped from his lips as slowly 
as if he had stopped to weigh each individual syllable. " Spear 
a tiger ! The Lord forgie yCj Captain. I aye thought ye had a 
bee in your bonnet ; but now I am satisfied ye are just fit for 
Bedlam. Spear a tiger indeed! Did ony leevin^ mortal ever 
hear the like ! '' So saying, the Doctor turned on his heel, and 
marched oiBf, whistling the old Scotch tune of "The Devil among 
the Tailors.'' 

" Our friend the Doctor does not appear to relish the idea of 
spearing a tiger,'' said Mansfield, indulging in a quiet laugh! 
" but, I can assure you, it may be done, and is done constantly, 
in some parts of India. However, you shall see, and judge for 
yourself. It will, at all events, be something new, and I think 

R 2 
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you will allow it to be the most exciting style of sport you have 
yet seen/' 

The sportsmen had hardly finished their tiffin, ere a clamorous 
beating of tomtoms, and blowing of homs^ announced that the 
Shikarees had arrived. Mansfield and Charles started to their 
feet at the welcome sound, — thrust their hunting-knives into 
their belts, — snatched up their rifies, and sallied forth to inspect 
and arrange their forces. Even the Doctor, whose blood had 
been warmed with generous wine, shared in the enthusiasm of 
the moment. Shouldering his favourite weapon, '^ Mons Meg,'' he 
crammed his broad-brimmed hat fiercely over his eyes — swallowed 
a glass of brandy-and-water, to strengthen his nerves, — and 
swearing, by the ''piper of war ! " that he would not be outdone 
by '^ ony young birky o' them a'," struck up the warlike tune of 
'' Johnny Cope," and strode after his companions, with the air of 
a man determined to do or die. 

On the steps of the portico, they were received with a profound 
salaam, by the Cotwall, or head policeman of the village, in his 
holiday robes. The quaintly-dressed trumpeter gave forth a 
deafening blast from his gigantic instrument, streaming with 
tigers' tails, the hard-earned trophies of many a bloody field. A 
confused clatter of tomtoms rent the air; and the assembled 
multitude prostrated themselves before the Burrah Sahib, whose 
fame as a tiger-killer had reached even to the banks of the 
Cauvary. 

The Cotwall, in a high-flown speech, complimented Mansfield 
on his exploits, caUing him, ''the Lion of Mysore — the invincible 
— the open-handed," (here he looked out of the comer of his 
eye to see whether this last compliment was likely to produce the 
desired eiBfect upon Mansfield's purse-strings) — and concluded by 
expressing a hope that the arrangements he had made might 
meet with the approbation of his " Magnificence." 

" His Magnificence," who, instead of attending to the Cotwall' s 
elaborate speech, had been counting the numbers of the beaters. 
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and scanning the features of the Shikarees, with the eye of a 
connoisseur, expressed his entire satisfaction; and, slipping a 
pagoda into the extended hand of the delighted Cotwally informed 
him that he was at liberty to make his salaam, and take leave. 

The Cotwall had done his duty, and well deserved the present 
bestowed upon him. 

In front of the crowd, leaning on their long matchlocks, stood 
four Shikarees of the real fighting caste — ^long-legged, wiry, hard- 
featured, hairy-muzzled, devil-me-care-looking fellows — such as a 
Yankee would say, at the first glance, were "fit to flog their 
weight in wild cats/^ Behind them, some dozen naked Coolies 
tottered under the weight of the hunting-nets, or toils. And 
beyond them again appeared the whole msde population of the 
village, liberally provided with tomtoms, horns, and other noisy 
instruments from which, from time to time, issued diabolical notes 
of discord, expressive of eagerness, and overflowing valour. 

Mansfield having ascertained that aU the necessary preparations 
had been made, the procession moved off in good order to the 
scene of action. 

On arriving at the ground, Ayapah was found still sitting 
patiently at his post ; and from him the welcome intelligence was 
obtained that the tiger had not yet moved. 

The Shikarees^ who appeared perfectly to understand their 
business, bustled about with great activity ; and in a wonderfully 
short space of time, the toils were pitched, and the tiger's lair 
so effectually surrounded that it appeared impossible for him to 
escape. 

But how was this done ? some of our Readers may ask — we 
must try to explain. 

The toils are huge nets, made in the same manner as those 
used for fishing, only that they are formed of stronger cord, nearly 
as thick as the little finger, and with meshes large enough to 
admit a man^s head. The ground having been first carefully 
examined, poles, about ten feet long, pointed at one end, and 
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having a notch at the top, are driven into the ground at regular 
intervals, across every outlet by which it appears possible for an 
animal to escape. Upon these the toils, or nets, are suspended, 
like a curtain, with the upper rope resting in the notch on the 
top of the pole. This is so slightly fixed, that the moment a 
large animal rushes against the net, the upper rope becomes 
disengaged, the net falls over him, and in his struggles to escape 
he becomes so entangled in the meshes, that the hunters, who lie 
in ambush at a short distance, and who, in general, are only 
armed with spears, have time to run in and dispatch him before 
he can extricate himself. 

Everything being arranged, a council of war was held, to 
decide finally, whether the bold experiment of attacking the tiger 
with spears should be attempted. The Doctor remonstrated 
loudly ; but the eclat of such an adventure was a temptation not 
to be resisted. It was voted decidedly unsportsmanlike to shoot 
a tiger after he had been netted-it was taling an ungentlemaii- 
like advantage of him. — In short, the Doctor's objections were 
over-ruled, and the measure carried, with great applause from 
Charles, and a grim smile of satisfaction on the part of Ayapah, 

Two strong, broad-bladed, hunting-spears having been provided, 
Mansfield and Charles laid aside their rifles, and, armed with these 
more primitive weapons, posted themselves at some distance from 
each other, so as to command the only two outlets from the 
ravine, by which it appeared probable that the tiger would 
attempt to escape. The more prudent Doctor, having no idea of 
risking his valuable life in any such wild adventure, climbed, 
with the assistance of Ayapah, into a neighbouring tree, and 
lighting his cheroot, nestled himself among the branches, to 
witness the coming strife in safety and comfort. 

For some time after they had taken their positions, all remained 
quiet — not a leaf stirred — ^no sound was heard, save the dull 
monotonous roar of the cataract, which, mellowed by the inter- 
vening woods, only served to increase the feeling of lifeless 
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solitude, imparted by the perfect stillness of all else around, to 
the silent lairs of the watchful sportsmen. 

The Doctor^s patience, and his cheroot, were both wellnigh 
exhausted. Charles, in spite of himself, was beginning to feel 
that cold, creeping, nervous sensation, which is not fear, but 
which will occasionally steal over the stoutest heart in such a 
situation ; it is a feeling which any of my readers who may have 
happened to lead a forlorn hope, or to have stood upon a frigate^s 
deck, during the few minutes of portentous silence which precede 
the first broadside, will perhaps remember. Even Mansfield was 
beginning to handle Ids spear in a fidgety manner, and to think, 
with peculiar affection, of his trusty rifle, when a distant shout 
came swelling on the breeze, and all ideas, save those of victory, 
vanished. 

Nearer and nearer came that cheering sound. The air was 
filled with wild discordant cries. The rockv sides of the ravine 
echoed to the clatter of a hundred tomtoms. Now is heard the 
rushing sound of the lively rockets, as they dart like hissing 
snakes among the tangled bushes. And now the angry voice of 
the hunted tiger, as he starts indignant from his lair, and roars 
defiance to his foes. 

Every nerve was braced, and the blood rushed like lightning 
through the veins of the excited sportsmen, as that sound reached 
their ears. The shouting of the beaters was redoubled — a shower 
of rockets swept the ravine like a storm of fire, — and the tiger, 
rushing at once from his concealment, dashed with tremendous 
bounds towards the pass which Charles commanded. He had 
approached within ten yards of the nets, when he suddenly 
stopped, having probably observed the impediment, and stood in 
an attitude of indecision, lashing his tail from side to side, and 
uttering a low savage growl. Charles, in conformity with the 
directions he had received from Mansfield, immediately stepped 
from his concealment, and, bringing his spear down to the 
charging position, advanced steadily towards the frail barrier. 
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which formed his only defence against the expected charge of his 
formidable antagonist. It was a moment of fearful interest ; and 
the Doctor, who from his perdi commanded a full view of the 
scene, felt the blood curdling in his veins. But Charles, although 
he felt a peculiar tingling of the nerves, and a slight palpitation 
of the heart, bore himself gallantly. 

No sooner did the tiger perceive his intended victim, than his 
whole appearance was altered. His green eyes glared savagely — 
his ears were laid back upon his neck — ^the hair upon his back 
stood erect — and, crouching close to the ground, he crept swiftly 
towards the nets. Having got sufficiently near, he uttered a 
tremendous roar, and sprkging forward with a Lhing bound, 
threw himself against the net with a force that threatened to 
carry every thing before it. But the tough cordage yielded to 
the shock without sustaining any injury — the upper rope became 
disengaged — the net fell together in a heap — and the enraged 
monster was instantly enveloped in a complicated mass of net- 
work, from which, in spite of his frantic efforts, he found it 
impossible to disengage himself. 

So furious was the onset of the tiger, and so apparently frail 
the defence opposed to it, that Charles had not sufficient com- 
mand of nerve to stand his ground ; — he made an involuntary 
spring backwards, stumbled and fell. 

The Doctor, seeing the desperate rush of the tiger, accompanied 
by a roar that made his heart sink within lum, and perceiving 
through a cloud of dust that the net was, apparently, demolished, 
and his young friend down, immediately jumped to the conclusion 
that he must be in the tiger^s jaws. His first impulse was to 
shout to Mansfield for help, which he did right lustily ; his next 
to slide from his perch, with a reckless haste that considerably 
injured the appearance of his nether garments : and snatching up 
his fusee, he hurried to the rescue, invoking maledictions on the 
man who first invented the desperate amusement of spearing 
tigers on foot. 
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But, ere he could reach the scene of action, Charles had 
recovered his footing, picked up his spear, and driven it deep 
into the chest of the tiger. 

The previous struggles of the powerful animal were those of a 
cat, compared to the frantic efforts which he now made to reach 
his pigmy antj^onist. His eyes glowed like live coals — foam, 
mingled with blood, flew in spray from his distended jaws — ^he 
roared — ^he gnashed his teeth — ^he tore up the earth — ^he twisted 
and turned with the agility of a wild cat. By dint of gnawing, 
he had so far succeeded in destroying the net, that his head 
protruded; but stiU the complicated folds entangled his limbs 
and paralysed his efforts. Charles, although tremendously 
knocked about, clung manfuUy to his weapon, and exerted his 
utmost strength to force it through the monster's body and pin 
him to the ground. At length the tiger succeeded in grasping 
the shaft with his powerful jaws, and, by one vigorous shake, 
snapped the tough ash pole as if it had been a reed. Charles, 
although partially disarmed, stiU retained sufBcient courage and 
presence of mind to make the best use of what remained of his 
weapon, and so gain time tiU assistance arrived ; he had never 
quitted his hold of the spear-shaft, and with this he showered 
such a volley of blows upon the tiger's head as partially to stupify 
him, and thereby impede his efforts to disengage himself. 

The Doctor, whose courage had failed him the moment he 
perceived Charles on foot again, had all this time remained at a 
respectful distance, dancing about like a maniac, brandishing 
^'Mons Meg,'' and shouting to Charles ''to hand out o' the gate 
tiU he got a rattle at the brute wi' the grit-shot." But Charles, 
who expected no aid from any one but Mansfield, was too busily 
engaged in preventing the tiger from getting clear of the nets to 
pay any attention to his exclamations, and continued to thrash 
away with his heavy ash-pole hke a young Hercules. The tiger's 
efforts, however, instead of diminishing, only seemed to increase. 
He gnawed, and tore, and plunged, with the fury of desperation. 
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Mesh after mesh of the strong network gradually gave way. He 
had already succeeded in liberating one fore-paw as well as his 
head^ and it was but too evident that a few more vigorous 
struggles must set him free. 

At this critical moment, Mansfield came bounding over the 
rocks, and, uttering a hearty cheer of encouragement, drove his 
spear into the body of the tiger. Instead of attempting to hold 
the animal down, as Charles had done, he instantly withdrew the 
weapon, and repeated his thrusts with such strength and rapidity, 
that in spite of a desperate resistance on the part of the tiger, he 
was speedily covered with wounds and bleeding at every pore. 
The rapid loss of blood had perceptibly diminished his strength — 
his shrill roar was changed to a hoarse bubbling growl — ^the 
victory was all but gained — when, with one tremendous blow of 
his gigantic fore-paw, he snapped the shaft of the spear in two, 
leaving the iron head sticking in his own body, and bringing 
down the butt-end of the shaft with such violence upon Mans- 
field^s head, that he fell backwards, stunned and insensible. 

The case was now indeed a desperate one. Poor Charles, 
although his courage failed not, was so much exhausted by his 
previous exertions, that his blows fell harmless as those of a child, 
and it was evident that he could not much longer maintain the 
unequal contest. Most heartily did he now wish for his trusty 
rifle, and loudly did he call upon the Doctor for assistance. ^ 

The tiger, weakened though he was by loss of blood, had by 
this time so far succeeded in destroying the net, that his head 
and shoulders were at liberty. One struggle more, and he was 
free, to wreak a fearful vengeance on his foes — ^to quench, his 
burning thirst in their blood. A hellish fire shot from his eyes, 
and his whiskered lips curled into a grin of ineffable malignity 
as he gathered himself together for a decisive spring. It was 
madness to oppose him longer. Charles upbraiding the Doctor 
for a cold-blooded poltroon, turned to fly ; but in doing so, lie 
stumbled over his prostrate companion, and fell heavily. 
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Doctor! Doctor! where is your manhood? Will you allow 
your gallant young companion to be miserably mangled before 
your eyes ? 

No ! — The latent spark of fire which lurked in the blood of his 
Celtic ancestor is at length roused. He utters a war-cry — he 
rushes boldly between the infuriated tiger and his prostrate 
victims — '^Mons Meg^' pours forth her deadly contents — and the 
monster, in the very act of springing, rolls dead at his feet, with 
'two ounces of " grit-shof in his brain. — Hurrah ! ! 

^' What think ye o^ the grit-shot now, Captain ? ^^ exclaimed 
the Doctor, pointing with an air of triumph to the dead tiger, as 
soon as Mansfield had sufficiently recovered from the stunning 
effects of the blow to understand how narrowly he had escaped 
destruction. " There are waur Jbhings than a fusee and grit-shot, 
at a pinch, Fm thinkin\ That plan o^ yours, o' speaiin' tigers, 
is a^ very weel, for ance in a way ; but, by my troth, lads, ye had 
better no make a practice dt!^ 

This was a sentiment in which the two young sportsmen 
perfectly concurred. They had got a lesson which made them 
heartily repent of their folly. And, after returning thanks for 
their providential escape, and bestowing abundant praise on the 
Doctor for his timely aid, they both vowed, solemnly, never more 
to engage in so fool-hardy an adventure. 

Great were the rejoicings that night in the Sacred Village, and 
many were the good jokes cracked by the worthy Doctor over a 
bottle of Glenhvat, which he insisted on draining in honour of 
his victory. 

We have heard it hinted, that towards the '^ sma^ hours,'^ the 
Doctor was seen pursuing rather a tortuous course towards his 
bedroom, under the guidance of his friend Heels : but this we 
beheve to be a calumny. At all events, it was the proudest day 
in the worthy Doctor's life ; and, to this hour, his favourite story 
after dinner is, ''The daft-like tiger-hunt, wi^ thae twa wild 
birMes, at the falls of the Cauvary.'^ 
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CHAPTEfi XVn, 

THE hunters' SBTDEN, AND A LFTTIiE LOVIi-lLlEINO. 

OVE-MAKING! Love-making! Ha! 
ha I Eair Header, does it not make 
thee laugh to see the weather-beaten 
sun-dried Old Forester thus delibe- 
rately announcing that he is aboat 
to attempt a love scene — to daah 
headlong into a description of that 
all-powerful passion which oui quaint 
friend Burton, in his " Anatomy of 
Melancholy," describes as "afire in 
ajire; the qumiesience of fire;" — 
backing his assertion by the following fearful description of an 
unfortunate youth, who died for love, and was dissected in the 
presence of Empedocles the philosopher : — 

"Sis heart was combust, his liver smoakie, ids lungs dried up, 
insomuch that he verily believed his soul was either sod &r rosted, 
through the vehemency of lov^sfire ? " 

There Young Ladies ! — thsre's a pretty fiery subject for an old 
fellow of three score and ten to handle ! 
" He'll burn his fingers," you will say. 

This between you and oursdves, we think very probable. But, 
having followed our young friend Charles so far through the 
dangers of the wilderness, we are loth to desert him, now that 




THE hunters' return, AND A LITTLE LOVE-MAKING. 263 

he is in a fair way of having his soul either '' sod or rosted" by 
the bright eyes of his pretty Cousin, and must stand by him, even 
at the risk of burning our fingers. But, before we re-introduce 
the dangerous little beauty, we must see how it fares with our 
male friends, whom we left at the falls of the Cauvary, and who 
are now on their way back to Ootacamund. 

'' So ends our jungle campaign for the ptesent,^^ said Mansfield, 
throwing the reins upon the neck of his smoking horse, and 
removing his heavy hunting-cap, to let the cool mountain-air fan 
his throbbing temples, as the hunters, after a hot and rapid ride 
of some twenty miles, emerged from the dense jungle which 
encircles the Neilgherry Hills, and commenced the toilsome but 
beautiful ascent which leads to the summit. "Away with the 
spear and the rifle for a season; and now, Charley, my boy, 
for Ladies^ eyes and love-ditties ! Ha ! have I guessed your 
thoughts ? " 

Charles, whose eyes had been riveted on the cloud-capped 
summits of the mountains ever since they became visible, and 
whose thoughts were, at that moment, many miles in advance of 
his body, felt the conscious blood mount into his cheeks. 

" Nay, nay, never be ashamed to own it, boy. I have seen a 
little of the world in my day, and never yet have I met with a real 
good soldier, a forward rider, or a stanch deer-stalker, who had 
not a soft comer in his heart for ^the angels of the creation.^ 
What say you, Doctor, is it not so ? " 

"By my troth. Captain, ye never said a truer word,^' replied 
the Doctor. " I ken wed what it is to hae a soft heart, an o^er 
soft heart, for the Lasses — bless their sweet faces. — Hech, sirs ! 
hech, sirs ! it's just a slavish passion, yon love,'' — and the Doctor 
heaved a deep sigh, and turned up the whites of his eyes, as if 
overwhelmed by a torrent of tender recollections. 

" What ! Bully Doctor," exclaimed Mansfield, laughing, " art 
thou, too, a victim to the tender passion ? By the darts of Cupid! 
I would as soon have expected to see a Brahmin priest turn 
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rope-dancer, as to find our sapient leech acting the love-sick swain. 
Why, thou burly Scot, I fancied if thou hadst a soft comer in 
thy heart at all, thy weakness was for a haunch of venison, or a 
bottle of Glenlivat, rather than a Fair Lady. But come. Doctor, 
confess : — who is the enslaver of thy tender heart ? ' Tell me, in 
sadness, whom she is you love ? ' Her name — ^her name, I pray/' 

"Whist, Captain,'^ said the Doctor, with a look of mock 
gravity, "and dinna be- speakin' about things ye dinna under- 
stand. Ye hae nae mair idea o' what true love is, ye stony- 
hearted deevle, than that black Pagan, Heels ; and ye would just 
like to make sport o' Maister Charles and me, because we hae the 
feelings o' Christian men. But you needna expect us to pleasure 
you that far : so ye may just quit wi^ your daflm. And now, 
lads, that ye hae minded me o't, I maun beg o' you no^ to crack 
nae mair o^ your jokes about the Glenlivat. It's a' very weel in 
the jungles. But in civilised society, gentlemen, I beg to remind 
you that it^s no' good manners. In fact it's just enough to ruin 
a respectable man's character; and gar folk believe, that he is 
nae better than a poor drunken body, like my auld Granduncle, 
the Laird o' Bonniemoon, — rest his soul, honest man ! And ye 
ken weel that's no' my case ; — ^for, although I like a glass o' het 
toddy as weel as my neighbours, and although we have had twa 
or three cantie nights thegether, yet ye maun baith allow that ye 
hae never seen me rightly fou yet — '' 

" Oh ! oh ! Doctor ! " 

" Ay ! ye may cry ' oh ! oh ! ' But Fll uphaud it ; ye hae 
never seen me right fou yet; although I'll no' deny but what 
I hae, anes or twice, been a wee thing hearty and chatty 
like." 

"Well, Doctor," replied Mansfield, laughing, "we'll not 
dispute the point. You shall have the best possible character 
for sobriety, and we shall not crack any more jokes about the 
Glenlivat. But, in return, pray give us a definition of what you 
consider being fou, that we may know, in future, at what 
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particular stage of obfuscation a cannie Scot may, with propriety, 
be termed drunk/^ 

'^ Weel, gentlemen/' said the Doctor, looking wise, and taking 
a pinch of snuff, " that's raither a kittle question to answer, for 
ye maun ken there is a great diversity of opeenion on the subject. 
Some say that a man is sober as long as he can stand upon his 
legs. An Ireish friend o' mine — a fire-eating, hard-drinking 
captain of dragoons — anes declared to me, ^ on his honour as a 
soldier and a jontleman,' that he would never allow any friend of 
his to be called drunk, till he saw him trying to light his pipe at 
the pump. And others there be — men of learning and respect- 
ability too — ^who are of opinion that a man has every right to 
consider himseK sober as long as he can lie flat on his back, 
without holding on by the ground, Por my own part, I am a 
man o' moderate opinions, and would allow that a man was fou, 
without being just sae far through as ony o' these. But, with 
your leave, gentlemen, Fll tell you a story, about the Laird o' 
Bonniemoon, that will, maybe, gar you laugh, and will, at any 
rate, be a good illustration of what I ca' being fou.'' 

^^ Do, do. Doctor," exclaimed both the yoimg men, delighted 
at the prospect of having one of the Doctor's good stories to 
beguile the tedium of the long ascent. 

"Weel then, gentlemen, ye maun ken that the Laird of 
Bonniemoon was gae fond o' his bottle — in short, just a poor 
drunken body, as I said afore. On one occasion the Laird was 

asked to dine with Lord R , a neighbour of his, and his 

Lordship, being weel acquainted with the Laird's dislike to sma' 
drinks, ordered a bottle o' cherry brandy to be set afore him, 
after dinner, instead of port, which he always drank in preference 
to claret, when nothing better was to be got. The Laird he 
thought this fine heartsome stufi*; and on he went, filHng his 
glass like the rest, and telling his cracks, and ever, the mair he 
drank, the mair he praised his Lordship's jdc?/-^. 

" ^ It was fine, full-bodied wine, and lay weel upon the stamach^ 
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no' like that puisonsome stuff, claret, that gar't a body feel as if 
he had swallowed a nest of puddocks/ 

^^ Weel, gentlemen, the Laird had finished ae bottle o' cherry 
brandy— or, as his Lordship called it, ^ his particular port' — and 
had just tossed off a glass of the second bottle, which he declared 
to be even better than the first, when his old confidential servant, 
Watty, came stavin into the room, and making his best boo, 
announced that the Laird's horse was at the door. 

" ^ Get out o' that, ye fause loon,' cried the Laird, pooin' aff 
his wig and flinging it at Watty's head. ' Div ye no' see, ye 
blethering brute, that Fm just beginning my second bottle ? ' 

" ' But, maister,' said Watty, scartin his lug, ' if s amaist twall 
o'clock ! ' 

" ^ Weel ! what though it be ? ' said the Laird, turning up his 
glass with drunken gravity, while the rest of the company were 
like to split their sides with laughing at him and Watty. ^ It 
canna be ony later, my man, so just rax me my wig, and let the 
naig bide a wee.' 

''Weel, gentlemen, it was a cauld frosty night, and Watty 
soon tired o' kicking his heels at the door ; so, in a wee while, 
back he comes, and says he, 

" ' Maister, maister, it's amaist one o'clock ! ' 

" ' Weel, Watty,' says the Laird, wi' a hiccup — for he was far 
through by this time, — ' it will no' be ony earlier, Watty, my 
man ; and that's a comfort ; so you may just rest yourself a wee 
while longer, till I finish my bottle. A fou wame makes a stiff 
back, ye ken, Watty.' 

" Watty was by this time just dancing mad ; so, after waiting 
another half-hour, back he comes, in an awfu' hurry, and says he, 

" ' Laird, Laird, as true as death, the sun's rising ! ' 

" ' Weel, Watty,' says the Laird, looking awfu' wise, and 
trying wi' baith hands to fill his glass, ' let him rise, my man, let 
liim rise — he has farther to gang the day than either you or me, 
Watty.' 
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^' This answer fairly dumbfoundered poor Watty, and he gave 
it up in despair. 

" But at last the bottle was finished : the Laird was lifted into 
the saddle, and off he rode in high glee, thinkin' a' the time the 
moon was the sun, and that he had fine daylight for his journey, 

^^ ^ Hech ! Watty, my man,' says the Laird, patting his 
stomach, and speaking awfu' thick, ^ we wauma the waur o' that 
second bottle this frasty maming/ 

^^ Taith,' says Watty, blawing his, fingers, and looking as 
blue as a partan, ' your Honour is, maybe, no' the waur o't ; but 
fient a hait is my wame the better ; I wish it was/ 

" Weel, on they rade, fou cannily, the Laird gripping hard at 
the horse's mane, and rolling about like a bow o' meal; for the 
cauld air was beginning to gar the speerits tell on him. 

"At last they came to a wee bit bum that crossed the road; 
and the Laird's horse, being pretty well used to having his own 
way, stopped short, and put down his head to take a drink. 
This had the effect of making the poor Laird lose his balance, 
and away he went over the horse's ears into the very middle o' 
the burn. The Laird, honest man, had just sense enough to 
hear the splash, and to ken that something was wrong ; but he 
was that fou, that "deevle a bit did he ever suspect it was himsel'. 

" ' Watty,' says he, sitting up in the middle o' the burn, and 
stammering out the words with great difficulty, ^ Watty, my man, 
there is surely something tumbled in the bum, Watty.' 

" ^ Paith, your Honour may say that,' replied Watty, like 
to whamble off his horse with laughing, ' for it's just yoursel'. 
Laird ! ' 

" ' Hout fie, no, Watty ! ' cried the Laird, with a hiccup 
between every word; 'it surely canna be me, Watty, for Fm 
here I ' 

" Now, gentlemen," continued the Doctor, '^ here is a case in 
which I would allow a man to be fou, although he had neither 
lost his speech nor the use of his limbs." 

8 
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'^ Why, yes. Doctor/' said Mansfield, laughing, '^ I think when 
a man is so far gone, that he tumbles into the water without 
being conscious of it, one may fairly be allowed to pronounce 
him fou. But proceed, proceed, I long to hear how Watty 
behaved on the occasion/^ 

"Troth, Sir, he just behaved as any other douce, sober, 
serving-man would hae done on a like occasion. After having 
had his laugh out — for he wasna fit to get off his horse till he had 
done that — ^he trailed his master out of the water, laid him on 
the bank to dry, and set off to look after the Laird's hat and 
wig, which had been carried off by the bum; for Watty was 
valet as well as groom, and had a great respect for the Laird's best 
Sabath-day wig. After some trouble he succeeded in decking 
them up with the crook of his umbrella, and restored them to his 
master. 

" The Laird being fou, as aforesaid, very naturally clapped on 
his wig wrong side foremost ; but, fou though he was, he was 
aware that it didna fit him; so he tore it off in a rage, and flung 
it at Watt/s head, saying, with a look of great disgust, 

"^That's no' my wig, Watty; that's no' my wig, ye fause 
loon ; rU no' wear that wig ! ' 

" ' Troth, then,' said Watty ; quietly picking up the wig, and 
wiping it with the sleeve of his coat, ^ your Honour maun just 
be doin Vt the night, for there's nae waul * o' wigs in this hwm! 

" Ha, ha, ha ! he was an awfu' droll chap that Watty." 

But enough of the Doctor and his grand-uncle, the Laird. 
We must now leave the travellers and return to our fair friend, 
the pretty Kate, whom we have so long and so shamefully 
neglected. 

Kate was an only child, and the darling of her father ; she 
was consequently a spoilt child — at least so far spoilt as her 
naturally amiable disposition would admit of. She had the 
misfortune to lose her mother early in life, and although every 

* Waul, — choice, — selection. 
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justice had been done to her in the way of education^ although 
she was highly accomplished, and her manners in general perfectly 
lady-like, still there was wanting that indescribable something, 
which a gentle mother's constant care and good example can 
alone impart. She was high-minded, generous, affectionate, and 
naturally gentle. But she was wilful, overapt to be hurried 
away by the impulse of the moment, and impatient of control ; 
and yet, withal, so open-hearted, so ready to confess her little 
faults, and so anxious to make amends, where she fancied she 
had given offence, or hurt the feelings of another, that the most 
austere could hardly have found it in their heart to be angry with 
her. Having no female companion, she naturally associated 
much with her father, accompanying him in his wildest mountain 
rambles, and sometimes even following him to the hunting-field. 

She had thus, almost imperceptibly, acquired a romantic turn 
of mind, a love of adventure, a promptness and decision of 
character, which, however praiseworthy it might have been in 
one of the rougher sex, would, in these refined times, be thought 
hardly becoming in so young a lady, for she was not yet 
seventeen. But to counterbalance these little defects in her 
character, there was so much good sense, so much tenderness of 
heart, and refinement of feeling, that those who knew her best, 
learned at last to love her very faults, if faults they may be 
called, which were only virtues run wild for want of proper 
cultivation. 

We give this little sketch of Kate's character in hopes 
that our Fair Eeaders, if they have occasion to find fault with 
her, will make some allowance for her peculiar situation, and do 
so in the spirit of charity. 

It was on a lovely evening, just as the sun had dipped 
behind the western mountains, that the pretty Kate sat at an 
open window commanding an extensive view of the lake and 
surrounding country; her usually gay and animated features 
were clouded by a look of sadness, and one sparkling drop 

8 2 
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trembled on the long silken lashes which shaded her deep blue 
eye. She appeared to be watching the fading tints of purple 
and gold which streaked the western sky, and her thoughts 
might well be supposed to tend heavenward, were it not that, 
from time to time, the vacant look with which she gazed upon 
the clouds, was exchanged for an eager and expectant glance 
along the dusty road, leading to the pass by which travellers 
ascend to the hills from the Mysore country. 

Had one been curious enough to inquire what her occupation 
had been previous to her falling into her present reverie, a letter 
in the hand-writing of her cousin Charles, which lay open on 
her lap, might have answered the question. How would his 
young heart have bounded with love and joy, had Charles seen 
that fair girl press the unconscious paper to her lips, and marked 
the big tear which dropped from her quivering eyelid, and blotted 
his own name ! The letter had arrived that morning by a swift- 
footed messenger, whom Charles had despatched to announce 
to his uncle that the hunting-party would return in time for 
dinner. 

Kate had snatched up the precious billet which her father 
had thrown carelessly aside; and after giving the necessary 
directions for the accommodation of her cousin and liis companions, 
had flown to her own room to read and re-read the kind messages 
to her which it contained ; and to watch with eager eyes for the 
appearance of the expected horsemen. 

But why in tears, fair Kate ? 

Alas ! that morning^s post had brought other and less welcome 
tidings. The Madras Gazette announced that, in consequence 
of a dispute with a neighbouring Kajah, Charles's regiment was 
in daily expectation of an order to take the field, and the same 
post had brought a long, misshapen, official letter — a tiling 
hateful ever to fond mothers and love-sick maids — addressed 
to her cousin, sealed with the royal arms, and having the 
ominous words " War Office — O.H.M. Service," printed in large. 
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unfeeling, commander-in-chief looking characters on the reverse 
side. This it "was which had dimmed the lustre of the pretty 
Kate^s laughing eyes. 

But why ? we ask once more. 

Why? — because Charles was her cousin, to be sure; and 
because they had now lived together for nearly three months — 
and ridden together — and walked together among the hills— 
and picked wild strawberries — and gathered flowers — and read 
poetry — and taken sketches — and sung duets together. And 
because Charles was so useful in leading her pony over all the 
bad steps which she had to cross in her mountain rides — and 
because he tuned her guitar so much better than any one else 
— and mended her pens so well — and copied music so nicely — and 
held the skeins of silk so patiently while she wound them off, 
and never grumbled though they were ever so much tangled— 
and was altogether so good-natured and so useful — and — and — 
in short, it was very natural that she should miss him when he 
was gone. One is always sorry to part with one's cousin, you 
know; but it does not follow, because one is sorry, that one 
must be in love with one's cousin ! — Of course not ! 

It was somewhat in this manner that Kate reasoned with 
herself, as she once more kissed the letter, and dropped one more 
large tear upon the well-conned page. 

But was it possible that Charles could really be in love with 
her? 

She hoped not, poor fellow, for his own sake. And as she 
mentally expressed this wish, she felt a flutter at her heart that 
gave her thoughts the lie. She knew, indeed, that he pretended 
to be rather fond of her, and appeared to be happier in her 
society than anywhere else; and now that she thought of it, 
she remembered that he always coloured a little, and squeezed 
her hand a little, when they met after a short absence — and 
once, indeed, he had gone as far as to tell her that he loved 
her better than any of his other cousins. But then he was 



262 THE OLD FOREST RAKGBR. 

only a boy, who did not know his own mind; and besides, 
even supposing he did love her a little, he would soon learn to 
forget her when he returned to his regiment; so she need not 
be unhappy upon that score. 

By the time she had arrived at this comfortable conclusion, 
she found it necessary to have recourse to her pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 

The last streak of daylight had faded from the sky, and 
our fair warder, unable longer to distinguish objects at any 
distance, was about to close the window, with a heavy sigh of 
disappointment, when the distant clatter of horses^ hoofs reached 
her ear ; and next moment her quick eye detected, even amidst 
the deepening gloom, the well-known form of her cousin, as he 
spurred ahead of his companions, and urged his snorting horse 
up the steep ascent which led to the door. Hastily wiping the 
tears from her eyes, she thrust the crumpled letter into her 
bosom, and with a bounding heart, hurried down stairs to 
welcome her cousin. 

Whether Charles met with as cordial a reception as he 
expected we know not — nor is it any business of ours to inquire. 
But that pawky loon, the Doctor, who had followed him more 
closely than he expected or wished, used frequently afterwards to 
quiz him on the subject, remarking, that he " thought their 
jungle campaign had done Maister Charles a hantle o' good, 
for he wasna near-hand sae Mate ^ as he used to be wi' his Bonnie 
Cousin/^ 

Mansfield also declared that the Young Lady met him with 
a flushed cheek and a pouting lip, which led him to suspect that 
friend Charles had been somewhat less bashful at meeting than 
his fair cousin bargained for. But, as we said before, this is no 
business of ours. 

"Welcome! lads — welcome!'^ exclaimed old Lorimer, as he 
shuffled down stairs in his dressing-gown and shppers, and 

* BloUCf — bashful. 
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extended both hands to each of the young men in succession. 
'^ Bones of my ancestors ! my dear boys, Fm right glad to see 
you once more safe at home. And you, Bully Doctor, what 
would life be worth without the Bmrah Hakim Sahib ? I have 
had a fit of the gout, and been as dull as a gib-cat ever since 
you left me. Never handled a rifle since — hardly breathed the 
air of Heaven. That confounded feUow, Doctor Henbane, 
stopped my'grog too. The devil fly away with him for a pottering 
quack. — Eh! Bully Doctor? A d — d blunder-headed, quack- 
salving, son of a sea-cook ! Wouldn^t trust him to physic a 
sick bear — eh ? No, I knew you wouldn't. Old Ishmail eating 
his fingers oflf for want of something better to do — dogs 
threatened with melancholy madness — all wrong — all at sixes 
and sevens; but never mind, we'll soon set things to rights 
again, now Fve got you back. Give us your hand again, Charley, 
my boy — give us your hand. Eight glad to see you looking 
something like a Jungle Wallah at last. Shaken yourself clear 
of the green coat and cords, I see. Pound that cords and top- 
boots didn^t answer in the jungles — eh? Got that little dash of 
mother's milk burnt out of your cheeks too. Mansfield has taught 
you to handle a rifle, do doubt. — ^Eh, Mansfield ? Well ! well ! 
we shall see — ^we shall see. And you. Bully Doctor, what have 
you been doing ? How many Anthropophagi have you sent to 
the shades, ^ wi' a nieve-fou o' grit-shot in their wame,^ eh ? But, 
hang it, man, what is the matter with you ? You are as stiff in 
the joints as an old post-horse. Getting rheumatic in your old 
age. Doctor — eh ? or had a fall perhaps. Ay, ay — I see, I see 
— that old brute, Smiler, came down with you — trolled over you, 
I'll be bound — ^those shambling brutes always do. — ^Told you 
long ago how it would be, if you persisted in riding such a 
dromedary.'* 

'^ Whist, sir!'' exclaimed the Doctor, quite affected by the 
recollection of his poor old horse's tragical fate. '^ Whist, sir I 
and dinna be misca'in' the poor auld beast, he's " 
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'' Ay, ay ! poor beast — ^I see, I see,*' exclaimed the garrulous 
old gentleman, interrupting the Doctor in the midst of his 
sentence ; '' we'll hear all about it presently. But, in the mean- 
time, go and dress, lads, for dinner is waiting/' So saying, and 
pushing his friends before him, the old gentleman, in the joy 
of his heart, continued to laugh and talk without allowing any 
one else to edge in a word, till he had fairly deposited each in 
his own dressing-room. 

Old Lorimer was fond of good Uving as well as of good sport. 
He took almost as much interest in his kitchen and his cellar, 
as he did in his kennel or his stables; and, being a civilian of 
high rank, his princely salary enabled him to establish and maintain 
his character as the best dinner-giver in the Madras Presidency. 
Next to Ishmail Khan, the black Portuguese cook was looked 
upon as the most important personage in the establislmient. Old 
Lorimer had given directions that a feast, in his very best style, 
should be prepared in honour of the hunters' return ; and the 
native artiste had, on this occasion, exerted himself to produce a 
hurrah ihanah* worthy of his great talents. His preparations 
for so small a party were somewhat too profuse to be quite in 
accordance with our modern ideas of good taste. They were 
such as might have done credit to the hospitable board of a 
Baronial hall ; and yet the dressing of the dishes argued a degree of 
culinary skill on the part of the cook, which would have gained 
for him immortal honour even at a modem civic feast. Fish there 
was none, because neither the lake nor the brawling streams of 
the Neilgherry Hills produce any, and fish is too perishable a 
commodity to bear carriage in such a climate as that of India. 
But if a profusion of every other delicacy which the country 
afforded could make amends for this deficiency, the most fastidious 
gourmand would have found no just cause of complaint. 

Turtle-soup and venison, a turkey from the Conkan, supported 
by a burly ham from Yorkshire, wild-boar chops, and marrow-bones 

* Bwn'ah Jchatiah, — ^great dinner. 
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of the great Rusa deer ; a steaming dish of " all hlaze'^ — ^that 
inimitable Indian compound of all the most delicate game- 
birds, curiously blended with piquant sauce, and the hottest 
spices — a variety of exquisite curries Bui pillaws, and a profusion 
of cunningly devised sweetmeats ; mangoes from Goa ; grapes and 
apples from Bangalore; oranges from the sunny gardens of 
Laulpette ; and the rarest preserves from China ; — all appeared 
in succession, and were washed down with wine that would have 
done credit to the cup of Ganymede. Nor were any of those 
accessories wanting, which, although apparently of trifling import- 
ance in themselves, are so necessary to the comfort of those who 
understand and value real luxury. A blazing fire — ay ! — a fire, 
for even within eleven degrees of the equator, a fire becomes a 
luxury at the elevation of eight thousand feet above the level 
of the sea — ^luxurious arm-chairs, snow-white damask, sparkling 
crystal, a profusion of wax-lights, and a host of well-trained 
servants, in scarlet turbans and sashes, and flowing robes edged 
with gold lace — all were perfect of their kind — ^nothing was 
forgotten, which the most devoted follower of Epicurus could 
have desired. 

Mansfield, indeed, cared little for such luxuries; but, even 
to the most indifferent, there is something pleasing in the sudden 
transition from the hardship and fatigue of a jungle campaign, 
to the perfect repose and comfort of so well-regulated an 
establishment as that of old Lorimer. The worthy Doctor, who 
fully appreciated good living, and who, after having been subjected, 
for a time, to the comparatively hard fare of a hunter's camp, 
now saw realised the most voluptuous dreams of his hungry 
imagination, was in Elysium. Charles and his Eair Cousin 
were as happy in each other's society, as the unwelcome intelli- 
gence received that morning would permit them to be. Old 
Lorimer was happy because he saw his guests were so ; and, in 
short, a more cheerful and contented little party never met around 
the hospitable board. 
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The conversation naturally tamed upon the late adventures 
of the jangle party^ and many a laugh there was at the expense 
of the worthy Doctor, who, in the fulness of his heart, — ^and of 
his stomach, — enjoyed the fun as much as any one, adding zest 
to the jokes against himself, by his qtiaint sayings and pithy 
Scotch proverbs. 

But, interesting as the conversation proved to those engaged in 
it, it would hardly be so to the reader who has already followed 
oar friends in their wanderings. We shaU, therefore, pass over 
the dinner in silence, merely remarking that Kate, who remained 
at table as long as she could with any degree of propriety, 
appeared as deeply interested in the various moving accidents of 
jungle warfare as any of the sportsmen, and listened, with a 
double portion of interest, whenever her cousin happened to be 
the hero of the tale. 

Charles had no taste for late sitting after dinner, and the 
feeling that this was, probably, the last opportunity he might 
have of enjoying a tete-a-tete with his Pair Cousin, made him, 
on the present occasion, doubly anxious to escape from the 
carouse which his uncle^s comfortable arrangement of a horse- 
shoe table, and chairs round the fire, appeared to indicate. But, 
like most young men of his age, he had an insurmountable dread 
of ridicule. Conscious as he was of a fidgetty impatience, and 
feeling himself unable to join in the conversation, with a proper 
degree of interest, he fancied the eyes of all — ^but particularly of 
his pawky friend, the Doctor, of whose satirical powers he had 
the utmost dread — were watching his every movement \ although 
he might easily have perceived that the honest Doctor was 
much too agreeably employed, in discussing a magnum of claret, 
and narrating his own exploits, to waste a thought upon him, or 
his intentions. Charles, therefore, kept his seat, — although the 
seducing notes of a guitar, faintly heard in the next room, made 
it to him a seat of thorns, — and passed the bottle manfully, 
till the second magnum having been produced, and M'Phee 
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having just commenced an elaborate description of the hog-hnnt, 
in which he had signalised himself by spearing the old boar, he 
availed himself of the opportunity to make a dash at the door, 
and succeeded in effecting his escape, under cover of one of the 
Doctor's boisterous peals of laughter. 

On entering the drawing-room, Charles found his Cousin 
seated on a sofa, and hanging pensively over her guitar; she 
had just concluded a little Spanish air, a particular favourite of 
his, and one of those which he had copied for her ; and his heart 
beat quicker, as the thought flashed across his mind that her 
present pensive attitude might, in some way, be connected with 
the train of ideas which that air was calculated to arouse. Her 
back was towards him as he entered. His approaching footstep 
made Kate start, and turn hastily round, and a slight blush 
suffused her cheek, as she discovered the intruder to be her cousin ; 
there was an undried tear, too, upon her cheek ; — but why she 
blushed, or why the tear was there, she hardly dared to ask. 
And why Charles felt a certain degree of nervous awkwardness 
in her presence he could not exactly tell, for Kate and he had 
hitherto been on the most intimate iooting of cotmnl^ affection, — 
which, by the way. Young Ladies, is a very dangerous sort of 
intimacy, and a slippery footing, to say the best of it ; — ^yet 
certain it was that he did feel like an intruder; and equally 
true was it that the conscious blush, and the teU-tale tear, were 
but too distinctly visible on the soft cheek of the blooming 
Kate. 

There is an old Scottish proverb, that " a blate eat makes a 
proud mouse,^' and in this instance it was verified. Kate^s spirits 
began to rise the moment she perceived her cousin's embar- 
rassment. One glance was sufficient to convince her that the 
bashful youth was at her mercy; and, with that assurance, her 
self-possession, and the love of tormenting, instantly returned. 
The timid blush forsook her cheek, and an arch smile played 
around the comers of her mouth, as she demurely raised her eyes. 



Q6S ME OLD FOREST RANGER. 

and inquired of Charles, with an air of great solicitude, whether 
he did not feel over-fatigued by his ride. 

^' Over-fatigued ! '^ exclaimed Charles, looking up in his turn, 
and fixing his eyes upon his cousin's face, with a look of the most 
perfect naivete ; '^ what on earth, Kate, should make you think 
of my being over-fatigued this evening, of all evenings in the 
year ? Why, we only rode some five-and-thirty miles altogether ! *' 

^'I crave your pardon, Gentle Cousin,^' replied Kate, bending 
over her guitar to conceal a smile which this unsophisticated 
answer called forth. '^ I forgot that you were now no longer a 
Griffin, but a seasoned Porester, whose iron frame knows not 
fatigue. But your having left the other gentlemen so early, 
added to your jaded looks, made me feel quite anxious about 
your health.^' 

'^ And cannot my Pair Cousin think of any better reason than 
that of over-fatigue to account for my leaving the dining-room 
so early?'' replied Charles, now beginning to act on the 
defensive. '^ Has she so mean an opinion of her own powers as 
to suppose that any one with a soul for music could act the part 
of the deaf adder, with such notes as those I heard just now 
ringing in his ears ? " 

'^A very prettily-turned compliment, as times go," interrupted 
Kate. ''A delicate mode of insinuating, that your highly 
accomplished and very musical cousin, is a charmer. Divine 
thought ! But, Master Adder, as you have taken the trouble of 
proving to me that you are not deaf, I must avail myself of 
the opportunity to din into your ears, for the hundred and 
fiftieth time, that your highly accomplished and musical cousin 
knows too well the value of such empty compliments, to be in 
the slightest degree flattered by them. She is somewhat 
fastidious in her taste ; and if you have nothing better to ofiFer 
than the commonplace assurance of her being a charmer, capable 
of seducing wild beasts from their food, you had better not 
attempt to act the part of flatterer." 
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" Matterer ! ah, Kate, you know too well how dear to me are 
the witching notes of that sweet voice, to believe, in your heart, 
that I am capable of insulting your good sense by empty flattery/' 

^^Why, this is worse and worse,'' replied Kate, laughing, 
" Mattery upon flattery, almost amounting to love-making ! Is 
this all the thanks I get for the interest I have taken in your 
education ? 1 sent you to the jungles on purpose to make a 
man of you — to give you an opportunity of performing deeds of 
valour worthy of my smiles — I expected to see you return a 
mighty hunter, a terror to wild beasts, a fearless rider of the 
'tempest-footed' Arab. And lo ! — unworthy that thou art — you 
come back upon my hands, a very carpet-knight, a silken-tongued 
flatterer, a retailer of unmeaning compliments, and, I have no 
doubt, a would-be lady-killer. Away, away — ^thou shalt no 
longer be knight of mine." 

" Come, come, Pair Cousin," replied Charles, laughing in his 
turn, ^^you are over-hasty in your judgment; you forget that 
love and war go hand in hand — the boldest knight is ever the 
most enthusiastic in praise of his Mistress — and therefore, 
reasoning from analogy, the very fact of my having so far 
improved in the art of flattery, as to pay compliments which, 
you yourself allow, almost amount to love-making, is rather an 
argument in favour of my having improved also in the art of 
woodcraft, which every one allows to be a species of warfare. K 
further proof be wanting of my prowess, I have grim trophies 
enough to lay at the feet of my peerless Cousin, for which I hope 
to be rewarded with one of her most gracious smiles. But a 
truce, dear Kate, I pray you, to this bantering ; I am haunted by 
visions of the many bright hours which have fleeted by so swiftly 
— alas, how much too swiftly ! — since first we met under this 
happy roof ; and the recollection that this is the last evening we 
shall spend together for many a long day, hangs like a weight 
around my heart. When we shall meet again, Kate, Heaven 
only knows ! But let us at least part friends. — Say that I may 
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still wear your colours in my cap, and let me be happy in the 
belief that, when we are far apart, the gentle Kate will sometimes 
bestow a kind thought on her unworthy cousin." 

Kate was about to reply in her former bantering style, but an 
imploring glance from her cousin smote her heart; she extended 
her hand kindly towards him; and her bright eye was dimmed 
with moisture, as she said in a tone of deeper feeling, than any 
one would have expected from her, 

'^Pardon me, dear Charles, I am a foolish, giddy girl, and had 
almost forgotten that unfortunate official letter, else I should 
never have thought of tormenting you. But with all my faults 
I am not ungrateful, and it would be ingratitude on my part, 
were I to forget the kind good-natured cousin, who for the last 
three months has borne so patiently with all the wild caprices of 
a foolish girl. It is hard to say when we shall meet again ; but, 
meet when we may, it shall always be with pleasure on my part ; 
and in the mean time believe, that if your giddy cousin Kate is 
steady in nothing else, she can be steady in her friendship/' 

Charles only replied by seizing the profiPered hand of his cousin, 
and pressing it to his lips. His heart was too full to speak. 

There was an awkward silence for some minutes, during which 
Kate, who had forgotten to withdraw her hand from the grasp of 
her cousin, sat with downcast eyes, as if absorbed in studying thp 
elaborately-traced pattern of the Persian rug, on which her fairy 
foot reposed. 

"I dare say you will think me very foohsh, Kate,'' said 
Charles, trying to smile, and hastily dashing a tear from his eye; 
'' but the idea of leaving you to-morrow has quite unmanned me. 
I did not know, till now, how hard it would be to part." 

Charles perceived that the little hand which still reposed in his 
trembled slightly ; but Kate was not one of those whose nerves 
are easily upset, and she instantly ralhed. 

" No," replied she, looking up, and speaking with somewhat 
of her usual gaiety, " I shall not call you foolish, nor shall I be 
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prudish enough — or prudent enough, if you like it better — ^to 
deny, that the regret at parting will be mutual. But at the same 
time, I must say, that I think you have allowed your imagination 
to run away with you, and are trying to persuade yourself that 
parting with a cousin— a very agreeable cousin we shall allow her 
to be, for the sake of argument — ^is a much more tragical business 
than you will find it in reality. You certainly have had the 
advantage of being sent into this wicked world some twelve 
months before me, but in spite of this advantage, I suspect I 
know more of the ways of the world — or the ways of the heart, 
at all events — ^than you do. Listen, then, with becoming respect, 
to my prophetic words. You will leave this to-morrow, vowing 
that cousin Kate is an angel of light, and, that parting with her 
has torn your very heart-strings asunder ; you wiU eat no dinner, 
and will probably amuse yourself the greater part of the night in 
writing a sonnet to her eyebrow ; after three days^ march you 
will recover your appetite, and although you still allow cousin 
Kate to be a very charming creature, you will begin to have 
serious misgivings as to the possibility of living on one of her 
smiles for more than a week ; by the time you have attended two 
or three balls at Bangalore, cousin Kate will have dwindled down 
into ^ a really nice girl ! ' and the last roll of the drum as you 
march to take the field, will scatter to the four winds of heaven 
any few romantic ideas, which, in your mind, may stiU be asso- 
ciated with the name of Kate.'' 

" Kate ! dearest Kate ! '' exclaimed Charles, clasping her hand 
in both of his, and squeezing it passionately to his heart, ^Hhis 
levity is cruel. Forget you 1 By all that's bright, I might as 
soon forget that the sun shines in heaven ! Forget you ! Oh, 
Kate, Kat« ! if you only knew how deeply, how indelibly, your 
image is impressed upon my very heart's core — if you had ever 
known what true love was, you would not talk thus lightly of 
forgetting." 

Kate had, probably, quite as good an idea of true love as her 
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impassioned cousin; but she was gifted with a little more 
prudence; and if she entertained towards him any feelings of a 
warmer nature than those of cousinly affection^ she had too much 
good sense to intrust her secret to the keeping of a wild lad of 
eighteen^ whom she had only known for three months, and whom 
she might not again see for years. It would be soon enough to 
do so, if, at their next meeting, she found his love had stood the 
test of time and absence. 

'^Charles ! Charles ! this is folly/' exclaimed the blushing girl, 
hastily withdrawing her hand, and rising from her seat. 

But Charles was not thus to be repulsed ; he sprung to her 
side, and again seizing her hand, attempted to lead her back to 
her seat. 

'^ Stay, dearest Kate ! " exclaimed he, with passionate energy ; 
'^do not leave me thus — only hear me say how deeply, how 
devotedly I love you — only allow me to '^ 

Whether Charles would have succeeded in urging his pretty 
cousin to listen further to his suit, we know not; for at this 
interesting moment the deep voice of old Lorimer was heard, 
humming a snatch of his favourite hunting-song, as he crossed 
the hall on his way from the dining-room. 

Poor Kate, who, in her present agitated state, would gladly 
have escaped to the privacy of her own room, but who had no 
means of doing so, save by the door at which her father was 
about to enter, darted across the room, and seating herself at the 
piano, began to play violently ; whilst Charles remained standing 
opposite the sofa, looking very much like a fool, and heartily 
wishing his worthy uncle and his boon companions at the bottom 
of the Red Sea. 

"Ah! you young dog — ^you gave us the slip, did you?'' 
exclaimed the jolly old gentleman, laying his hand playfully on 
the shoulder of his nephew. " You young hands are sad fellows 
for shirking the bottle now-a-days. Such proceedings would not 
have been tolerated in my time. But perhaps you are in the 
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right after all. Boys should keep their heads cool — young blood 
is hot enough without the stimulant of overmuch wine — and so 
I dare say you have been more rationally employed than your 
seniors. I see Kate, like a good girl, has been amusing you with 
some of her new waltzes. Does she not play them with spirit ? 
Bravo, my girl — ^you are excelling yourself to-night/' 

Poor Kate, hardly knowing what she did, was banging the 
instrument most unmercifully, and, in her agitation, making the 
most egregious mistakes ; but fortunately the old gentleman had 
not a very refined ear for music, and as long as she made plenty 
of noise, and galloped over the notes, at what he called a slashing 
pace, he fancied her performance perfect. 

'^ Amusing him, quoth he ! '' whispered the Doctor, who, with 
his usual sagacity saw at a glance how matters stood, and could 
not resist the temptation to indulge in a little quizzing. '^ By my 
troth, Maister Charles, Fm thinking it's you hae been amusing 
the Young Leddy, else Fm far mistaken. And ye maun hae 
frighted her too, ye wild birkie ; just see to her, poor thing, the 
awfu' raised look she has, and the way she's dingin the very life 
out o' that unfortunate piane. Hoot fie, Maister Charles — and 
you sae douce-like too. But it's just the way o' the world. 
^ Learn the cat to the Mm, and sh^ll aye he lichin! Let ane o' 
you smooth-faced blate-lookin chiels anes learn the way to blaw 
in a Lassie's lug, and deil a muckle peace will you gie her ever 
after." 

Charles, who knew from experience that it was in vain to bandy 
words with the Doctor when he was in one of his quizzical 
humours, made his escape across the room, and entered into 
conversation with his uncle regarding his intended departure on 
the morrow. 

'^ Going to-morrow, you young dog ! " exclaimed old Lorimer. 
" The deuce a bit of it. Why, man, we have settled to beat the 
Orange Valley — the most beautiful spot on the Neilgherry Hills 
— not been disturbed this season — a regular preserve ; as fuU of 
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game as ever it can hold. And Kate is to be of the party, too— 
she is wild to see this valley of which she has heard so much, and 
I promised long ago to take her the first time we went there. 
She will be quite in despair if she has not Cousin Charles to help 
her pony over the bad steps. — ^Eh, Kate ? is it not so ? '* 

Charles cast an inquiring glance towards his blushing cousin^ 
and felt that one look of encouragement from her would abnost 
induce him to turn deserter for her sake ; but she took no notice 
of her father's remark ; so he replied, 

" You know, my dear uncle, nothing would give me so much 
pleasure as to make one of your party, but I have received an 
order to join immediately, and " 

" Well, I know you have ! '' cried the impatient old gentleman, 
'' and right sorry I was to hear it. But what of that ? They 
expect you to march, I suppose, and not to travel in a balloon I " 

" Why, yes,^^ replied Charles, " as I am ordered to carry my 
bullocks and camp-equipage along with me, I conclude that they 
intend me to march by the regular stages." 

" Well, then, in Heaven's name, start your bullocks and tents 
— ^to-night if you like — ^but go yourself you shall not. I shall 
have bearers posted for you. You shall have my palanquin to 
travel in ; and even supposing your people to have four or five 
days' start of you, you would find no difficulty in overtaking 
them, so you need not be afraid to spare a couple of days for the 
Orange VaUey." 

This reasoning was unanswerable. Charles thanked his uncle 
warmly for his kindness, and, with a wonderfully good grace, 
made up his mind to spend two more days on the Neilgherry 
HiUs. 



THE ORANGE TALLBY. 



CHAPTER XYin. 

THE OBANQE VALLEY. 

1 1 E Orange "VaUej ! There is perfame 
in the very namel Our old heart 
ivarma, and a deHcioua languor steals 
over our senses, as we recall to mind 
. tlie silent, balmy, incense-breathing 
! mom when first we trod the flowery 
shades of that enchanting spot. 
Armed as we were to the teeth, and 
bent on slaughter, we felt as if we 
profaned the scene by our unhallowed 
presence. It seemed to us the abode 
of peace and innocence ; a place for young lovers U> walk hand 
in hand, culling the golden fruit, and twining into bridal wreaths 
the snow-white blossoms, which made the very air love-sick with 
their fragrance. It was not for such as we — ^the blood-stainedj 
weather-beaten hunter. 

Such were the thoughts which flitted through our brain as we 
wended our solitary way through this wilderness of sweets. And 
were it not that at the root of an orange-tree we discovered the 
mangled carcass of a deer, with the fresh foot-prints of a tiger 
leading therefrom, there is a fearful pobability that the Old 
Forest Banger might, in the softness of his heart, have thrown 
aside his rifle, betaken himself to a straw-hat and pastoral cnx^. 
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fastened bunches of green ribbon to his knees, and devoted the 
remainder of his life to piping lovelorn ditties in praise of some 
cruel, stony-hearted shepherdess. But the well-known print of 
the tiger's royal paw recalled our manhood, and rescued us from 
the puling life of an Arcadian shepherd. We were once more in 
our element. We hugged our trusty rifle, thanking our good 
stars that it was no pastoral crook. And as we loosened our 
hunting-knife in its sheath, we felt that we loved the sweet spot 
all the better, now that we had a right to explore its beauties 
with the free step and roving eye of a hunter. 

It was at the lower end of this beautiful valley, which derives 
its name from the dense jungle of wild orange and lime-trees with 
which it is clothed, that the party from Ootacamund had pitched 
their tents. It was late on the previous evening before they had 
reached their ground ; the march had been a rough and a weary 
one ; and although the eastern sky was fast brightening, and the 
jungle-cock crowing merrily, there were not as yet any signs of 
life within the camp. The canvass walls hung damp and heavy 
with the dews of night. The wearied horses stood dozing at 
their pickets, carefully enveloped in thick woollen clothing, which 
extended over the head and ears in the form of a hood. The 
deer, as they descended the hill-side to seek their fragrant bed 
among the orange-groves, stopped to gaze on the unwonted sight 
of human habitations; and the prowUng tiger, as he returned 
with sulky steps to his solitary lair, cast many a wistful glance 
towards the baggage buUocks, from which he had been scared 
during the night by the smell of fire and the neighbourhood of 
man. The cry of the great black monkey was heard among the 
woods like the voice of a laughing satyr. The industrious wood- 
pecker, like a sober mechanic, plied his noisy trade; and the 
winking owl, like a drowsy reveller returning from his nightly 
carouse, answered with a hoot of drunken merriment, as if in 
derision of his early-rising neighbour. The hungry vulture, 
anticipatiQg the feast which, before sunset, would be prepared for 
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him by the hand of man, wheeled over the camp in wide gyrations. 
The joyous paroquets — gay-coated, light-hearted varlets — darted 
about on rapid wing, screaming with delight at the prospect of a 
new day of thoughtless merriment. All nature was in motion, 
save the sleeping inmates of the hunters^ camp. 

Charles, who, lover-like, had slept but little, was first afoot ; 
and his impatient summons speedily called forth a host of yawning 
native servants, looking wofully out of their element in the cold 
bracing air of the hills, and creeping about with a sort of paralytic 
motion, like hsil-dazed flies in the end of autumn. The camp 
fires, however, were soon replenished ; and by the time the Doctor 
had finished his toilet, his naturally good appetite had been 
whetted to a pitch of wolf-like keenness by the savoury streams 
of curry and ragoAt which were wafted to his tent on the wings 
of the sharp morning air. 

In less than an hour the gentlemen of the party had discussed 
a substantial breakfast, and were assembled in front of the mess- 
tent, smoking their cheroots, and examining their weapons, to see 
that all was in good order for a grand field-day. The horses were 
accoutred, the beaters assembled, and old Ishmail already in the 
saddle, smiling complacently, and remonstrating with his impatient 
hounds — a band of veterans, scarred with many a glorious wound 
— ^which crowded around him, gazing up in his face, and whining 
as if to reproach their venerable leader with his unusual want of 
activity. 

But there was one tent, larger and more commodious than the 
others, the curtain of which had not yet been withdrawn; a 
horsekeeper, bearing in his hand a silver-mounted chotorie, was 
leading up and down, in front of it, a handsome ambling Atcheen 
pony, accoutred with a side-saddle ; and on this tent Charles kept 
his eyes fixed with all the devotion of a good Mussulman gazing 
on the tomb of the Prophet. 

The patience of old Lorimer was wellnigh exhausted, and even 
Mansfield was beginning to get fidgety, when the canvass door of 
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the tent was at length drawn aside by a smiling Ayah, and the 
blooming Kate^ in all the pride of youthful loveliness^ came 
bounding forward to crave forgiveness of her father for her unusual 
want of punctuality. There was a beaming smile of happiness on 
her young face, a look of confiding love in her deep blue eye, 
which would have melted a far sterner heart than that of her 
fond father. The meditated words of reproof died upon his lips, 
the frown vanished from his brow, as a cloud upon the hill-side 
melts before the rising sun. He kissed his daughter's cheek 
affectionately, and, caUing her a lazy monkey, desired her to 
jump upon her pony. 

Need it be said with what alacrity Charles hastened to help his 
Pair Cousin to her saddle ; how he gently squeezed her hand in 
doing so ; how close he rode by her side ; and how often he 
dismounted in the dirtiest parts of the road to lead her pony 
over a difficult pass, or a stony watercourse ? No ! The discern- 
ing reader wiU imagine all this. And were we to inform him of 
the very kindly manner in which all these little attentions were 
received by the gentle Kate, we rather think he would agree 
with us, that the Doctor was not very far from the truth, when 
he remarked to Mansfield that " Yon loon was garrin^ the bit 
Lassie's heart to melt like snaw aff a dyke/' 

They had nearly reached the head of the valley, when Kate 
was roused from a pleasing reverie, by hearing the distant sound 
of her father's bugle calling together the stragglers; and she 
became aware that, during an interesting discussion with her 
cousin, they had fallen nearly half a mile in rear of their com- 
panions. A conscious blush suffused her cheek, and without 
waiting for another word, she applied the whip smartly to the 
flank of her willing pony, who, not being accustomed to such 
rough usage, started off at a pace which, on so rough a path 
as the one they travelled, appeared even to Charles somewhat 
venturesome. And so the result proved it to be; for, on 
turning a sharp angle, where the path was overgrown with 
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slippery grass, the pon/s legs flew from under him, and poor 
"Douce Davie'' — ^for so he was called — came heavily to the 
ground, throwing his rider against a bank, and nearly rolling 
over her. 

Charles felt his heart sink within him, as he pulled up his 
horse with a jerk that nearly broke the poor animal's jaw, just in 
time to avoid riding over his cousin. Trembling in eVeiy limb, 
he threw himseK from his horse, and hastened to raise his beloved 
Kate ; but, ere he could do so, the spirited girl had regained her 
feet, seized her pony's bridle, and was ready to remount. Her 
cheek was paler than usual, and Charles felt that her delicate 
hand trembled; but her innate courage had not deserted her. 
Her eye waa bright as ever ; and, although her bloodless lips 
showed that she had sustained a severe shock, she replied with 
one of her sweetest smiles to the anxious inquiries of her cousin^ 
assuring him that she was not in the slightest degree hurt. Her 
only anxiety, after having ascertained that '^ Douce Davie's" 
knees were uniiqured, was to remount as quickly as possible, and 
to exact a promise from her cousin, that he would not mention 
the accident to her father, lest he should be over anxious about 
her in future. Charles, more charmed than ever at her spirited 
conduct, lifted her gently into the saddle, and the light-hearted 
girl, smiling her thanks, cantered oflF as gay and fearless as 
ever, 

" So much for good caste,' thought Charles, as he followed at 
a hand-canter along the narrow path. '^ How often have I seen 
a great hulking lass,, with bones and sinews like a man, who, 
after such a fall as this, would have sat for half an hour, wiping 
her gooseberry eyes with a crumpled pocket-handkerchief, redolent 
of apples, and sobbing forth her unalterable determination never 
again to trust her precious person upon horseback ! whilst this 
delicate creature, all grace, gentleness, and refinement, exhibits 
a degree of courage and self-possession worthy of a hero. It is 
the caste that tells — the lightning in her blood which prevents it 



280 THE OLD FOREST BAKGEB. 

from stagnating round her heart like the muddy stream which 
flows in the veins of a pleheian/' 

0, fie, Mr. Charles 1 How can you venture, in this age of 
liberty and equaUty, to insult the majesty of the people by 
drawing such odious comparisons P 

By the time Charles and his Cousin had overtaken the party, 
Ishmail, with his dogs and beaters, had already moved ofif to the 
point from whence the beat was to commence ; and old Lorimer 
was pointing out to Mansfield the different passes where the guns 
ought to be posted. 

'^ There,'' said he, addressing Mansfield, and pointing to the 
opposite side of the valley, " do you see that rhododendron-tree, 
covered with the scarlet flowers, overhanging a mass of grey rock ? 
Well, that is the best pass, and must be defended by the best 
man. Do you take it ; you will find a deer-track just below^ 
which will lead you across the valley. And now to your post — 
you have some distance to go, and will hardly reach it before the 
hounds are in cover. And how are we to dispose oiyouy Young 
Lady?" continued he, addressing his daughter, who at this 
moment rode up, followed by Charles. 

" I think I had better go a httle further up the hill. Papa,'* 
replied Kate, "where I shall be out of your way, and at the 
same time have a good view of your proceedings. I have brought 
my drawing materials, and can amuse myself very well by taking 
a sketch of this beautiful valley.'' 

" No, no, dear," replied her father, smiling ; " picturesque as 
you and ^ Douce Davie ' would be on the hill-side, you would 
form rather too conspicuous an object in the landscape, and might 
prevent the game from breaking cover. As you have come out 
in the character of a huntress, you must go through with it, and 
betake yourself to a place of concealment as we do." 

" What ! am I to shoulder a rifle and defend a pass. Papa ?" 
asked Kate, with one of her bewitching smiles. 

"Not yet, my pretty recruit," replied the old gentleman, 
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patting her shoulder affectionately. *' We shall excuse you from 
bearing arms this time, in consideration of your gnly mounting 
guard as a supernumerary. But I shall expect you to be so far 
a good Shikaree, as to keep your mouth shut and your eyes open, 
I shall look out for a safe place for you as soon as I have posted 
the guns/' 

" If you will put my Pair Cousin under my charge, sir/' said 
Charles, eagerly, '^ I promise to take the utmost care of her, and 
shall do my best to teach her her duty as a huntress/' 

" Well, so be it, boy. Take her with you, and keep her quiet 
if you can. But mind, if she spoils your sport, it is your 
own fault/' 

" Will my Gentle Cousin deign to accept of my services as her 
squire?" exclaimed Charles, springing gaily from his horse, and 
extending his hands to assist the Young Lady in dismounting. 

The blushing Kate was about to decline her cousin's offer on 
the score of her being troublesome, and in his way. ' But the im- 
ploring look he gave her, and the thought that this would be the 
last day they might spend together for a longy long time, caused 
her to relent. She placed her hands in his with a confiding look 
that went to his very heart's core, and springing lightly to the 
groimd, the young couple walked off, arm-in-arm, to take 
possession of the pass assigned them. 

^^And so may ye gang linket thegether for the rest o' ye'r 
days," thought the kind-hearted Doctor, as he followed the 
retiring figures with a look of fond admiration; ^^for ye are twa 
as bonny and as winsome young things as a man would wish to 
see in a simmer's day. And there's true love atween you, or I'm 
far mista'en. 

" And where will ye be pleased to put me and ' Mons Meg,' 
sir," continued the Doctor, turning to old Lorimer, who was 
giving directions to have the horses removed out of sight. " I 
hae gi'en the auld lass an extra fingar's depth o' pouther ever 
since the day she killed the tiger; and she's that proud, sir, she 
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lets a crack would amaist deeve ye, and is fit to fright the life 
out o^ ony or^ary beast, let abee killin' him. Odd, sir, it will 
just do your heart good to hear auld ' Meg ' speak to them. 
She^s a deevle, sir, when she^s angred ; and rattles the grit-shot 
about their lugs in a style that^s just perfectly amazin^ ! ^' 

" I crave your pardon, my worthy friend,^^ replied Lorimer, 
smiling, '^I had almost overlooked you in my hurry. But I 
have not forgotten the late exploits of your trusty fusee, and have 
retained a pass for you, where the range being short, I think h» 
good qualities as a thrower of grit^shot may be displayed to 
advantage. It is not above a hundred yards from henoe ; so 
come along, and I shall post you before I take up my own 
position.^^ 

'^ And ye^U no hae nae objections to the grit-shot then — ^will 
ye, sir ? '' 

'^ No, you incorrigible old poacher, no,'' replied old Lorimer, 
laughing outright at the comical look with which the Doctor 
accompanied his last question. " You may cram what barbarous 
missiles you like into that antediluvian-looking weapon of yours ; 
but only do not ask me to stand godfather to her atrocities, for 
it goes against my conscience/' 

"Thank you, sir; you are a handsome manj and a good 
Christian," replied the Doctor, shouldering his fusee and stepping 
oflF, left foot foremost, to the tune of " Johnnie Cope," a favourite 
air, which the Doctor always whistled when he felt himself 
unusually valiant. 

Reader, have you ever been in love ? 

Start not, Gentle Lady, at our home question: it is only 
intended for the male sex. 

Have you ever sat by the side of her who inspired that love, 
in some romantic spot, far, far away in the woods ; with the 
summer sun smiling in the deep blue sky ; and green boughs 
waving over head ; and the clear rill bubbling at your feet ; and 
the distant hills sleeping in the sunshine : and listened to the 



THE ORANGE VALLEY. 283 

sweet voice of the thrush, and the hum of the waudering bee, 
and the drowsy murmur of insects, intoxicated with the perfume 
of flowers P And have you not at such a moment experienced 
a delightful, dreamy, indescribable sensation of happiness, not of 
this earth— a feeling unknown to the inmates of the gUttering 
ball-room, or the sumptuous banquet-hall — a silent communion 
of soul, expressed by looks far more eloquent than words — a 
twining together of the heart-strings— a charm— a speU— a 
something which you feel that a single word would dissipate ? 

If so, you wiU be able to imagine the feelings of Charles as 
he sat by the side of his beloved Kate, on a sloping bank of 
velvet turf, sufficiently far up on the hill-side to command an 
extensive view of the beautiful valley which lay extended at 
their feet. 

The position occupied by Charles and his Cousin was backed 
by a perpendicular rock of considerable height, overgrown with 
moss and creeping shrubs. An orange-tree of goodly size 
stretched forth* its fragrant boughs to shelter them from the 
heat of the sun, and all around them sprung up a thicket of 
beautiful flowering shrubs, forming a screen sufficient to conceal 
them; but, at the same time, affording a clear view, through 
the openings among the branches, of any animal which might 
pass within range of their post, as well as of the general scenery 
of the valley. 

Charles was sitting with one rifle resting across his knees, 
and another lying by his side, now gazing into the expressive 
blue eyes of his Cousin, and now casting a rapid glance towards 
the head of the valley, from whence he expected the hounds and 
beaters to approach ; for, much as he was in love, he did not 
forget his late training in the jungles, which had taught him 
to make good use of his eyes and ears, even when his thoughts 
were most abstracted. 

Kate, with her drawing implements lying idly beside her, 
leant her back against the stem of the orange-tree, and fixed 
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her eyes upon the beautiful scene before her, as if absorbed in 
deep and pleasing thought. ' 

It was one of those warm, still, dreamy days, when nature 
appears to slumber in the sunshine. No sound was heard save 
the dull mysterious roar of a distant waterfall, far up among the 
wild hiUs at the head of the valley. Not a leaf stirred — ^no 
living thing was seen. There was something almost awful in 
the deep silence ; and yet it harmonised well with the feelings 
of the young lovers, soothed as they were into a state of pleasing 
languor, by the relaxing heat, and the overpowering perfume 
of orange-blossom, with which the air was loaded. Their hearts 
were full to overflowing ; and they sat for some time in thoughtful 
silence, before either could find words to express the feelings of 
admiration and happiness which almost overwhelmed them. 

Kate was the first to break silence. 

'' Oh ! what a beautiful world is this !" she exclaimed, clasping 
her hands together, and turning towards Charles, with, her 
expressive eyes swimming in moisture. ^^ How' grateful ought 
we to be when we think that this glorious sun, this perfumed air, 
those smiling woods, and purple mountains, have aU been given to 
us, with health and strength to enjoy them. And yet, in the bustle 
of the world, how seldom do we put the proper value upon these 
manifold sources of happiness and innocent enjoyment which 
are open to all ^mankind ! Oh ! how sincerely do I pity those 
whose hearts have become callous to the beautiful works of 
nature ! *' 

"It is indeed a fair world, dearest Kate,^^ replied Charles, 
with much feeling. " I have always been a lover of nature ; but 
never have I so fully appreciated her beauties as I do at this 
moment. I feel as if I viewed every object in a ^new hght and 
through a happier medium than I have ever done before. Are 
you philosopher enough, dear Kate, to tell me the reason why ?'* 

Kate's heart whispered to her the true reason. And although 
a downcast eye and blushing cheek formed the only answer to 
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her cousin^s question, they spoke more eloquently than words 
could have done. 

''It is because we were never intended to enjoy happiness 
alone/^ whispered Charles, laying his hand gently upon that of 
his blushing Cousin ; '^ Say, dearest Kate, is it not so V 

Kate felt the conscious blood mounting with double rapidity 
to her face and neck, at this rather home question ; but she was 
spared the embarrassment of replying to it; for before she could 
do so, the first joyous shout of the beaters, as they dashed into 
cover, arose from among the hills at the head of the valley ; and, 
for the first time it grated harshly on the ears of Charles. 

However the spell was broken. That shout reminded Charles 
that the Orange A^ alley, with all its beauty and fragrance, was no 
longer a place for whispering lovers; it had now become an 
arena, in which the most formidable beasts of the forest might 
be encountered, and where all the energies of man must be called 
into action. He felt like a sentinel who had been caught napping 
on his post ; and hastily snatching up his rifle, he placed himself 
so as to command a better view of the open ground in front of ' 
his position. 

Even the gentle Kate became excited as the hounds now 
opened on the scent, and the deep-toned pack came sweeping 
down the valley ; their voices now muifled by intervening woods, 
and again rising full and clear upon the still air. 

Nearer and nearer came the yelling pack, their onward course 
marked by the flights of peacock and jungle-fowl, which rose 
before them like pheasants in a preserve; and as they approached, 
it became evident that the game, whatever it might be, was 
running directly towards the pass which Charles commanded. 

It was only now that Charles, whose thoughts had been some- 
what bewildered, bethought himself of the danger to which Kate 
might be exposed, in the event of the animal, which was now on 
foot, proving to be a beast of prey. 

There was no time to be lost ; so, laying down his rifle, he seized 
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the astonished girl by the arm^ and stammering out an apology 
for his apparent rudeness, hurried her, with very little ceremony, 
up a rugged path, leading to the top of the rock which backed 
their position ; and having there bestowed her in a place which 
appeared free from danger, and cautioned her to keep as quiet as 
possible, he hastened back to his post. 

Charles had hardly regained his pass, when a crashing sound 
was heard, as if some heavy animal was forcing its way through 
the tangled brushwood, about three hundred yards on one side 
of his position. 

This wds the moment of real excitement ; for who could tell, 
unless he were better skilled in th6 art of woodcraft than was our 
friend Charles, what animal he might be called upon to encounter ? 
It might only be a deer or a wild hog ; but it might with equal 
probability be a bear, a panther, or a tiger ? 

Whatever it might be, Charles was prepared to give it a warm 
reception. Cocking both barrels of his rifle, he crouched more 
closely behind his leafy screen, and waited with breathless anxiety 
for the moment when the animal should break cover. Again 
the crashing sound was heard, followed by a dead pause — then a 
loud snort — a furious rush — a bound — and a noble stag, followed 
by three hinds, burst through the opposing brushwood — ^halted 
for one moment — gazed wildly round — snuffed the air — laid back 
their large ears to catch the yeU of their pursuers — and uttering 
a wild snort, started off again at the top of their speed towards 
the hills. 

Charles, waiting till the stag was directly abreast of his 
position, and not more than twenty yards from him, raised his 
rifle, and fired. He had already measured with longing eyes the 
wide-spreading antlers of the noble brute, little inferior in size 
to an American moose-deer, and felt confident that this shot must 
make the prize his own. But whether it was that his hand 
shook from over anxiety, or whether the consciousness that his 
Fair Cousin was watching his proceedings, had anything to do 
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with it, we know not ; yet certain it is that the stag, instead of 
falling, only tossed his head disdainfully, and making a higher 
bound than usual, pursued his course with unabated speed. 

Kate, who had watched the effect of the shot with trembling 
anxiety, felt her heart relieved as she saw the beautiful creatures 
bounding away unharmed; her enthusiasm completely got the 
better of her; and starting to her feet with an exclamation of 
joy, she waved her pocket-handkerchief as if to cheer on the 
graceful fugitives. 

Charles, mad with vexation, discharged a second and third shot 
in rapid succession ; but all with the same result. The bullets 
rebounding from the hard ground, went spinning and whistling 
through the woods, as if in derision of the unsteady hand that 
fired them; and the deer, after a few more bounds, were lost to 
view behind the shoulder of the hiU. 

It has a plaguy unpleasant twang with it. Gentle Reader, that 
same whistle of a stray bullet, whether it be discharged from your 
own weapon, or from that of a short-sighted friend, who happens 
to fire in your direction. 

" So much for showing off ! ^^ thought Charles, as he dropped 
the discharged weapon into the hollow of his arm, with a blank 
look of disappointment. 

" You have not hurt any of them — ^have you ? " asked Kate, 
peeping over the edge of the rock on which she was perched. 

" No,^' replied Charles, in no very cheerful tone; " not a hair 
ruffled.'' 

'^ Oh ! I am so glad ! " exclaimed Kate, joyfully. '^ It would 
have made me quite miserable to have seen you kill one of those 
beautiful creatures.'' 

'^ Thank you, my Gentle Cousin," replied Charles, smiling. 
" But I doubt whether your father will be equally well pleased 
with my performance, particularly if I allow the hounds to get 
away after the deer. Ha ! here they come ! I must manage to 
stop them, whatever happens, else I shall get a proper roasting." 
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So saying, he snatched up a whip which he had fortunately 
kept by him — and which, by the way, he was just in the humour 
to use with eflfect — and rushing in front of the hounds, he 
succeeded, after some difficulty, in flogging them off the scent. 

This accomplished, and the sulky pack having been recalled 
by the sound of Ishmail^s bugle, Charles felt that he could now 
face his uncle with a better grace, and returned to his post, 
determined, if possible, to acquit himself better on the next 
occasion. 

He had not to wait long before the hounds were again in full 
cry, and running in different directions — the pack having divided 
in pursuit of the different sorts of game with which the valley 
aboimded. The rifles, too, now began to play their parts, and 
several shots were heard in the direction of Mansfield's pass, as 
well as that of old Lorimer. The beaters, encouraged by the 
sound of fire-arms, and the prospect of a plentiful supply of 
venison, redoubled their shouts. The hoimds bayed more 
savagely, yells of pain occasionally mingling with their deep-toned 
notes ; and tlie smiling groves of that beautiful valley rung with 
wild discordant sounds, which ill accorded with the character of 
its scenery. 

To Kate, whose feeHngs had been wound up to the highest 
pitch of romantic sensibility, the sudden transition from senti- 
mental solitude to this scene of rude excitement was painful ; and 
appeared to her like a profanation of the beautiftd spot, 

Charles, on the contrary, felt his blood warm as the uproar 
increased. He longed for an opportunity of wiping out his late 
disgrace in the blood of some formidable antagonist, worthy of 
his overflowing valour ; and, for the time being, aU recollection 
of his late sentimental fit was lost among thick-coming fancies of 
desperate encounters with grizzly bears and brindled tigers. 

man, hard-hearted man ! how different is thy love from the 
love of woman ! 

But what has become of the Doctor all this time ? We have 
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not heard the voice of old "Meg;'' he must surely have fallen 
asleep, or smoked himself into 9. fit of apoplexy. 

So thought Chajrles, as the storm of men and dogs swept down 
the valley in the direction of the Doctor's pass. 

" Ha ! there she goes at last — there is no mistaking her voice !" 
exclaimed Charles, as a report was heard, like that of a six-pounder, 
followed by a savage roar, and desperate shouts for aid. 

Now then. Master Charles ! now is the time to distinguish 
yourself ! To the rescue — to the rescue, if you be a man ! 

Charles was noways backward. Starting at once to his feet> 
and calling to his Cousin not on any account to leave her place 
of safety, he sent before him a shout of encouragement to the 
poor Doctor, who was evidently in urgent need of assistance; 
and rushed towards the spot from whence the cries proceeded, 
bounding over the rocks and bushes like a young stag. 

On reaching the Doctor's pass, Charles found poor MThee 
very much out of breath, and in a profuse perspiration — his hat 
off, his clothes torn and soiled with dust, and in his hand the 
shattered remains of his favourite fusee, the stock of which was 
broken, and the barrel sadly bruised and dented. 

" May the de'el pick your banes, and make whistles o' them 
for his bairns, ye old black-avized besom," muttered the Doctor 
between his clenched teeth, as he carefully examined the different 
fragments of his sorely injured weapon. 

"Hollo, Doctor! who are you maledising so fearfully?" 
exclaimed Charles, unable to contain his laughter, on beholding 
the mingled expression of anger and distress depicted on the poor 
Doctor's long sallow face. 

" She's just perfectly ruined," growled the Doctor, continuing 
his soliloquy, without taking any notice of Charles ; " the stock 
in twa halves ; the barrel cloured as flat as my loof ; and the lock 
— ^De'd be in her skin — ^the lock's gane a'thegither ! ! Hech, 
Sirs. — ^Poor auld ' Meg ! ' — I'm fairly by wi' you at last ; " here 
he dropped the remains of his fusee, and shook his head 
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mournfolly. '^ Ye'll never mair fire a nieve-fou o' grit-sliot nor 
take the life o' man or beast/^ 

"What on earth has happened to you, Doctor?'' exclaimed 
Charles, still laughing immoderately. " You look as if you had 
seen the Brownie.'' 

" Brownie, indeed ! By my troth, lad, gin Brownie be as 
fashions a neighbour as the old deevle that came my gate^ it 
maun be ill biding in a'e house wi' him. See to the way she left 
my firelock, the mislear'd limmer. — No' to mention the riving o' 
my coat, and a terrible ill-fa'urd hole in my breeks. — See to that, 
Maister Charles ! What way can I appear afore Miss Kate^ or 
.any other leddy, sicken a daft-like figure ? " 

So saying, the Doctor faced roimd, and exhibited a terrible 
rent in his nether garment, which the short round jacket he wore 
for the sake of coolness, rendered painfully conspicuous. 

There was something so irresistibly ludicrous in the poor 
Doctor's appearance, that Charles nearly rolled upon the ground 
with laughter ; and so infectious was his mirth, that the good- 
humoured Doctor, who had a strong sense of the ridiculous, and 
never could resist a joke, even at his own expense, at length 
.burst forth into one of his most hearty guffaws. 

" But my dear Doctor," gasped Charles, as soon as he recovered 
breath enough to articulate, " how did this happen ? Who or 
what has maltreated you in this abominable manner ? " 

" There is ane o' her kind, at ony rate," replied the Doctor, 
pointing with rather a triumphant air to the carcass of a young 
bear, not much larger than a terrier dog, which lay at some 
distance among the bushes. '^ I hae rid the world o' ane of the 
mischancie deevles; and gin it be as ill-natured a craiter as the 
mither o't, it was a weel done turn." 

"Ha! a young bear," exclaimed Charles, turning over the 
animal with his foot, " and a terrible dose of grit-shot you have 
given him, poor thing ; he is nearly blown to pieces. But what 
has become of the old one ? " 
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'' She may hae gone to Bamf for a' I ken or care/' replied the 
Doctor, '^and glad enough I was to get quit o' her. But 
wherever she be, Fm thinkin^ she^s gotten a taste o' the grit- 
shot that will keep her skin hot enough for a day or two. — ^And 
deevle mend her.^' 

"Wounded, is she? How did that happen? I heard but 
one shot.'' 

"Til teU you that, lad," replied the Doctor, deliberately 
tapping the lid of his snufF-mull. " You see, I was just sitting 
at my pass, and taking a blow o' my cheroot; and basking in the 
sun ; and winking for a' the world like an auld ram-cat in the 
ingle nook ; and what wi' the heat, and the bonny smell o' the 
orange flowers, and a' that, I was just in a kind o' waking dream 
Hke; and was beginning to think o' some o' my old sweethearts, 
and the boimy summer days when I hae set aside them in the 
sweet birk woods o' cannie Scotland, and ^" 

'^ In short, you were half asleep. Doctor," interrupted Charles. 

" Asleep, say you ! — and me thinking o' my sweethearts ! 

Maister Charles ! Maister Charles ! I wonder to hear you 
say the like, and your bonny cousin. Miss Kate, sae near at 
hand/' here the Doctor took a huge pinch of snuff, and fixed 
his eyes upon the face of his young companion, with one of his 
most penetrating looks. 

'^ Well, well," replied Charles, becoming rather fidgety at the 
turn the conversation had taken, "we shall not discuss that point 
at present. But tell me, I pray you, about the bear, for, if she 
be wounded, it is high time we were upon her trail." 

"That's true," replied the Doctor. "WeU, as I was saying, 

1 was sitting at my pass, and thinking o' my old sweethearts, 

and the like o' that, when a' at ance I heard I terrible stramash 

among the bushes, and then a wild growl, just at my very lug. 

Up I jumps, wi' the fusee in my hand, and my heart in my 

mouth, and out came a muckle brute o' a bear, wi' that wee 

towsie tyke sitting on her back, as conceity as you please, and 

V 2 
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handin' the grip, like grim death, wi' his claws. The anld bear^ 
as soon as she seed me, she up wi' her birse, and shows her 
muckle white teeth, and gims at me like a perfect cannibal ; and 
the wee deevle he sets up his birse too, and snaps his bit teeth, 
and tries to gim Uke the mither o't, wi' a queer auld-farrant look 
that amaist gart me laugh ; although, to tell the blessed truth, 
Maister Charles, I thought it nae laughing sport. Well, there 
was naething else for it, so I lets drive at them wi' the grit-shot, 
thinking to ding them baith at ance. I killed the sma' ane 
dead enough; but the auld one, she lets a roar that amaist deeved 
me, and at me she comes like a tigre. I was that frighted, sir, 
I didna ken what to do ; but in despair I just held out the 
mHZSle o' the fusee to fend her off, and I believe that saved my 
life ; for she gripped it atween her teeth, dang me o'er on the 
braid o' my back, and off she set, trailing me through the bushes 
like a tether-stick ; for some way or other I never let go the grip 
I had o' the stock. I was that stupified I hae nae recollection 
what happened after this, till I found mysel' sticking in the 
middle o^ a brier bush, wi' my breeks rived the way you see, 
and poor old 'Meg' smashed in bits— De^el be in her skin 
tiiat did it/' 

''A most unpleasant adventure, truly,'' replied Gharies, "and 
quite enough to make a saint swear. But come. Doctor. Faint 
heart never won Fair Lady, nor black bear rither ; so let us to 
work, and see if we cannot follow her up, for I perceive the 
hounds are not upon her. track. She leaves a pretty conspicuous 
trail ; and see, here is blood upon it ! Hurrah ! we shall make 
her pay for this yet ! " 

So saying, Charles, who during his late excursion in the jungle 
had acquired considerable skill in the art of following a trail, 
started in pursuit of the wounded bear. The Doctor, with no 
great stomach for the sport, but fearing to be left alone in his 
present unarmed state, followed close to his heels, brandishing the 
barrel of his fusee, the only weapon which now remained to him. 
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They soon cleared the jungle^ and found the track running along 
the side of the hill^ in the direction of the rock upon which Kate 
had been left. 

" I fear she is not so badly wounded as all this blood would 
lead one to suppose/^ remarked Charles, ^' else she would hardly 
venture to face the open country in this manner/^ 

'^She has na' tried to lift the brae, however/^ replied the 
Doctor, " although there^s strong cover on the other side, that 
she would be keen enough to get to, if she were fit. Tm thinking 
she^s no^ far afore us, and that we^ll find her in the first wee bit 
bum. They aye make for the water when the/re sore hurted/' 

'^ Well, keep your eyes about you,^' answered Charles, '^whilst 
I follow the track, and try if you can view her. Ha I what was 
that ? By Heaven ! it is Kate's voice ! " exclaimed he, as he 
cast his eyes towards the rock upon which he had left his Cousin, 
and caught the graceful outline of her figure against the sky, 
standing in the attitude of an inspired priestess, and waving a 
handkerchief, as if beckoning them towards her. 

" I canna hear what she says,'' remarked the Doctor, who had 
been holding his hands on each side of his head, to catch the 
sound more distinctly, ^^ but I'm thinkin' she sees something." 

'^Forward I forward for your life!" shouted Charles, making 
a spring like a tiger, as his quick eye detected the shaggy form 
of the bear, slowly emerging from a small watercourse, within 
little more than two hundred yards of the rock upon which his 
Cousin stood. " She is making for the rock !" 

This was indeed the case. The wounded bear, unable or 
unwilling to face the extent of open ground which lay between 
her and the next wooded ravine, appeared bent upon dislodging 
Kate, and occupying her position ; and the great start she had 
of her pursuers, rendered it but too probable that she would 
succeed in doing so. It now became a question of speed between 
Charles and the wounded bear, and desperate were the efforts he 
made to overtake her. But although the animal was so far 
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to the ground with sufficient violence to be completelj stunned^ 
and deprived of the power of motion. 

Oh! how bitterly did poor Kate now repent of having 
taken part in a sport so ill suited to her sex ! and how solemnly 
did she vow never more to be guilty of such folly, when she 
beheld her gallant cousin, after having risked his life in her 
defence, lying helpless and insensible beneath the enormous 
weight of the dying bear, who, in her last efforts at revenge, was 
savagely gnawing and lacerating his unresisting arm ! 

Kate^s first impulse was to scream loudly for assistance ; her 
next — brave girl — ^to nish wildly down the rugged path, in hopes 
that even her feeble arm might be of some avail in rescuing her 
cousin. 

But, fortunately for poor Charles, there was more efficient, I 

though not more willing aid at hand. The Doctor, who 
had been left far behind in the chase, now came rushing up, 
panting furiously, and flourishing round his head the heavy barrel 
of his fusee. 

"Hurrah! there's a death-blow in auld 'Mcg^ yet!'' 
exclaimed he, heaving up his uncouth weapon to the full extent 
of his muscular arms, and bringing it down upoa the head of the 
bear, with a crash that made the eyes start from their sockets, 
and sent her roUing over on her back, with her stiiSened limbs 
quivering in the air. 

" Hech ! tak^ ye that, ye deevle's buckie," muttered the 
Doctor, as he repeated the blow, to make the woHl of death 
more certain, at the same time inhaling his breath with a s^ort 
energetic Peek, " and weel hae ye earned it, for by my troth ye 
hae gane near to kill as bonny a lad as ever stepped in shoe-leather. 

"But there's life in him yet, and sma' thanks to you for it/' 
continued the Doctor, as he raised the head of his young o(Hn- 
panion, and found that he still breathed. 

" Is he alive ? " exclaimed Kate, who had stood gaoing on this 
scene of blood, pale and motionless as a marble statue. 
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^'Indeed is he, Miss Kate, bless your bonny face, and like to 
do well enough, after I hae ta'en a drap blood fra^ liim,'' replied 
the Doctor, fumbling about in his numerous pockets to find his 
lancet. 

'^ Thank Heaven ! " exclaimed the poor girl, fervently : 
^' Thank Heaven I '' and clasping her hands together, she sank 
down, fainting, by the side of her cousin. 



208 



A PABTING WORD FBOM 



i-*r^: 



CHAPTER XIX. 

A PARTING WORD FROM THE OLD FOREST BANGER. 

ADY, thou art weary of our savage tales 
—we can see it in thy languid eye, 
although thy kind heart will not permit 
thee to hurt the feelings of the poor Old 
Forester, by telling him to withdraw. 
We are becoming garrulous in our old 
age; and although we have endeavoured 
to render our descriptions of jungle- 
warfare more fit for Lad/s bower, by 
introducing some scraps of sentiment, 
and . feeble sketches of the glowing 
eastern scenery which many long years ago made an indelible 
impression on our youthful mind, yet we feel that our subject is, 
at best, one but ill adapted to a Lad/s ear. 

Our conscience tells us that we have already trespassed over- 
long on thy patience, and we blush to think of the many tales of 
blood and strife in which we must have done violence to thy 
gentle nature. But we are not ungrateful. Lady. — ^We ftdly 
appreciate thy condescension in having so long borne with the 
idle clavers of a garrulous old man. — We thank thee from our 
heart; and if thou wilt only grant us thy indulgence for a few 
minutes longer, whilst we dispose of poor Kate and her cousin 
Charles, whom we left in rather a sorry plight, we will, with 
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thy gracious permission, make our respectful obeisance, and 

retire. 

A little cold water soon restored Kate; but it was very 

different with poor Charles. He had fallen with the back of his 

head against a stone, and had received so severe a contusion, 

that in spite of copious bleeding and cold applications, it was 

many hours before he returned to consciousness ; and then only 

to fall into a ragiag fever, which was not a little augmented by 

the severe wounds he had received from the teeth of the bear. 

This untoward accident brought the da/s sport to an abrupt 
conclusion ; and next morning the party started on their return 
to Ootacamund. 

Charles travelled in his Cousin's palanquin, whilst she rode by 
his side, watching him with the utmost assiduity, and stopping 
the bearers from time to time, to moisten his parched hps, or to 
arrange, with gentle care, the piUows which supported his aching 
head. 

The unfortunate termination of their expedition had cast a 
gloom over the spirits of the party, and their journey was dull 
enough. — ^Neither did anything occur, worthy of notice, with the 
exception of one little incident, which being illustrative of the 
manners of those interesting people, the TodaAs, we may here 
mention. 

Kate had desired the bearers to halt near a TodaA village, to 
procure a draught of cold water for her cousin ; this was speedily 
famished by the kind-hearted creatures in one of their cleanest 
vessels; and whilst Charles greedily swallowed the refreshing 
beverage, the women and children crowded round the travellers, 
laughing and talldng in their usual frank, good-humoured manner, 
examining with great marks of astonishment the various parts of 
Kate's dress, and asking innumerable questions; which Kate, 
being ignorant of their language, could only reply to by smiling 
kindly, and patting the heads of the children. 

But there was one woman, a pretty, interesting young creature. 
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apparently not more than eighteen or nineteen years of age, who 
took no share in the noisy conversation^ but sat apart from the 
others wrapped up in the ample folds of her mantle; and 
watching^ with a look of melancholy interest, the childish gambols 
of a fine boy of about two years of age, who Msked about the 
green, now gazing in wonder at the strangers, and now flying, 
half in fear and half in play, to the protection of his mother's 
arms. 

It was evident, from her appearance, that she was soon again 
to become a mother; and there was altogether something so 
interesting in her appearance, that Kate, whose heart was ever 
ready to sympathise in the grief of others, begged of one of the 
bearers to inquire why it was she looked so sad. 

On being addressed, the poor girl raised her large expressive 
eyes from the ground, and fixed them upon the face of the 
speaker with a vacant stare, as if her thoughts had been so 
much abstracted, that she did not at first understand the import 
of the question ; but on its being repeated in rather an impatient 
tone, she slowly withdrew the folds of her mantle, pointed to her 
hair, which, instead of flowing in ringlets like that of her 
companions, was cropped close to her head, and clasping her 
child to her breast, burst into a passionate flood of tears. 

Kate did all in her power to soothe and comfort her ; but, even 
with the assistance of some little trinkets which she gave her, it 
was some time before she was sufficiently composed to express 
her thanks. 

It was only now that Kate became aware of the custom which 
prevails among the Todah women of cutting off their hair as a 
token of grief, on the occasion of their becoming widows. 

This young creature had lost ^^"^ favourite husband, only a 
few days before, which accounted for her sudden burst of 
grief, and the expressive manner in which she pointed to her 
shorn locks as an explanation of it. 

You will smile, gentle reader, at the idea of a poor savage 
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woman mourning so deeply for the death of a favowrite husband. 
But they have warm hearts^ these Todah women^ and a natural 
refinement of feeling, in spite of their barbarous custom of 
indulging in a jdurality of mates. 

The injuries which Charles had received confined him to his 
room for some weeks after his return to Ootacamund; and 
instead of joining his regiment at the time he purposed, he was 
obliged to forward a sick certificate signed by Dr. MThee. 

This respite he would, at any other time, have considered 
cheaply purchased, even at the expense of his wounds ; but now 
that his regiment was in daily expectation of an order to take the 
field against the Maharattahs, the ardent spirit of the young soldier 
could ill brook the confinement of a sick room : and even the 
pleasure he derived from the constant society of his beloved 
Cousin hardly enabled him to submit to it with becoming 
patience. 

Every one knows how patiently, how devotedly, how like a 
^^ ministering angel,'' a fond woman watches by the sick-bed of 
one she loves — and we can no longer conceal the truth, that Kate's 
grateful heart returned her cousin's love, perhaps with interest. 
We shall therefore beg of the sagacious reader to imagine the 
many long, weary, sleepless nights which poor Kate passed during 
the time her cousin remained in a state of fever and delirium; 
how, when he became convalescent, she cheered and soothed 
him with the witching notes of her voice and her guitar; haw 
on such occasions our friend Charles's protestations of eternal 
gratitude to his Fair Cousin, gradually warmed into protestations 
of eternal love ; how the gentle Kate could not find it in her 
heart to hurt the feelings of him who had all but sacrificed his 
life in her defence, — and who even now remained feeble and 
enervated from the effects of his wounds, — ^by frowning on his 
suit : and, in short, haw Master Charles prosecuted his wooing 
with such good success, that the wounds in his heart were healed 
before the wounds in his body. 
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The Doctor's prophecy was falfilled. '' Charles had gart the 
bit lass/s heart to melt like snaw off a djke;^' and even 
before the day of his departure, poor Kate was constrained to 
own that cousin Charles was all the world to her. 

So far all was well. But there still remained another ontwork 
to be carried, in the person of uncle Lorimer; and well Charles 
knew that he must expect to find the old gentleman's heart 
somewhat more strongly fortified than that of his Pair Daughter. 

However, the experiment must be tried; so one fine morning, 
after he had talked the governor into good humour, by praising 
his hounds and admiring his rifies, Charles ventured to broach 
the subject next his heart ; and with very little circumlocution 
— for he knew that to be a thing which his uncle detested above 
all others — ^he somewhat bluntly craved the honour of being 
promoted from the rank of nephew to that of son-in-law. 

Old Lorimer, who was at the moment handling one of his 
favourite rifles, and giving Charles a minute account of some 
extraordinary shot he had made with it, suddenly dropped the 
butt-end of the weapon to the ground, as if he had been electrified, 
faced round, stared Charles full in the face, and finally burst 
into an immoderate fit of laughter. 

'^ Marry my Kate! Ha! ha! ha! Bones of my ancestors, 
but this is a mad world I Marry my Kate indeed ! Why she 
is hardly out of the nursery — ^you have not quite shaken yourself 
clear of your mother's apron-strings — and yet, forsooth, you 
must begin to talk of love ! Get along, you precocious young 
rascal, and do not let me hear again of your putting such absurd 
ideas into the girl's head. Love and marriage ! — Ha ! ha ! ba ! 
By mine honour, it is enough to make an honest man break the 
rim of his stomach with laughter, to hear children talk in this 
manner ! " 

The worthy gentleman forgot that although his nephew and 
daughter were children in his estimation, the former had nearly 
arrived at the respectable age of nineteen, and that the latter was 
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only one year younger; and that although their thinkingof marriage 
at that age might be inprudent, still it was natural enough that 
something very like love should have sprung up between two 
young creatures thrown so much together as they had been for 
the last two or three months, and that it was entirely his own 
fault if he had been so blind as not to discover it sooner. But 
it was so long since old Lorimer had been a victim to the 
tender passion himself, that he had almost ceased to remember 
that such a thing existed ; and he had no more idea of the ^^ child 
Kate's^' falling in love with anything but a pet-dog, or a favourite 
pony, than he had of flying. 

Charles was of a different way of thinking; his pride was 
galled by the contemptuous manner in which his proposals had 
been received. He that had slain bears and tigers to be called 
a child! a "precocious young rascal!'' nay, to be treated as 
such. To be told that he had no business to make love ! And, 
worst of all, to hear his darling Kate laughed at for a silly 
school-girl. Heavens and earth ! the thing was intolerable. He 
felt his blood boil within him ; and had the offender been any 
one but his own uncle, there is no saying to what lengths his 
rage might have carried him. But fortunately his prudence 
got the better of his temper : he remembered that his uncle — 
savage though he thought him at the time — was also Kate's 
father, and he therefore replied with wonderful coolness, yet 
with firmness. 

He reminded his uncle, that although young, he was not quite 
so much of a child as he had represented him ; that he was of 
good family, and heir-apparent to a good property ; and although 
he had taken the liberty of ascertaining the state of his cousin's 
affections towards him, that neither he nor Kate had any idea of 
marrying immediately. He had already made arrangements for 
starting that night to join his regiment, and only wished his 
undo, before parting, to give his consent to their union at any 
future period which he might think most advisable. 
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This old Lorimer would not hear of. ^d we think he was 
right; for we hold it^ that long engagements between young persons 
are very unwise things^ and by all means to be avoided. But 
he admired the boy's candour and spirit— perhaps his conscience 
smote him for having treated the matter with such levity. — ^And 
although he still persisted in assuring Charles that it was all 
"calf's love/' he shook hands with him kindly^ and told him 
that evenings at partings that if, when he became a general officer^ 
he still remained constant^ and Kate unmarried, he might then, 
perhaps, allow him to talk of love. But in the meantime, that 
he was to banish all such foolish fancies from his mind, devote 
himself to his profession, and strive to become as good a soldier 
as he was a sportsman. Moreover he strictly forbade all corre- 
spondence between the young lovers. And so he gave Charles 
his blessing — ^for he really loved the boy — and sent hinn on his 
way, in a palanquin, by torchlight, with as heavy a heart as ever 
poor subaltern carried under a buff belt. 

We purposely avoid making any mention of the parting 
scene between the young lovers — ^not that we are ignorant of the 
particulars, — but because we feel that it would be a breach of 
confidence on our part to lay them before the public. 

We have a conscience, Lady 1 

The Doctor, however, remarked next morning at breakfast, 
that poor Kate's eyes were very red, and her spirits at a very low 
ebb ; and his heart, as he said himself, " was wae for the poor 
young thing." 

From this time forth, our friend MThee became a more 
frequent visitor than ever at the Lorimers', and he was always a 
welcome one. His dry humour, and eccentricity of character, 
had long ago made him a great favourite with the old gentleman, 
and, in a very short time, he had completely won Kate's heart 
also. 

The worthy Doctor, in spite of his broad Scotch dialect and 
rough exterior, had not only a heart overflowing with the milk 



THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 305 

of human kindness; but, when he laid aside his half-aflfected 
rusticity, and chose to make himself agreeable, he displayed a 
refinement of mind, and a depth of knowledge, which appeared 
quite marvellous in a person of such uncouth manners. His love 
for '^ Maister Charles " was unbounded, and his name ever in his 
mouth ; which of itself, independently of his having been instru- 
mental in saving his life, would have been sufficient to render 
him agreeable in Kate's eyes. But he also took a fatherly 
interest in herself; and strove with so much assiduity, yet 
genuine dehcacy, to cheer her drooping spirits, that she must 
have been insensible indeed to kindness, had her heart not 
warmed towards the good aflfectionate creature. 

It was some time after Charles had left Ootacamund, that the 
worthy Doctor was seen one fine fresh morning, striding with 
even longer steps than usual in the direction of old Lorimer's 
cottage. He was dressed in his best ^' Sabbath-day suit.'' There 
was an elasticity in his step, and a joyous air of happiness per- 
vading the whole man, which attracted the notice of all the 
gossips of the neighbourhood, and set them forthwith speculating 
as to the cause of these remarkable symptoms in the usually 
sedate Doctor. 

Some Maiden Ladies of a certain age, who had lately remarked 
with much anxiety the frequency of the Doctor's visits to old 
Lorimer's cottage, felt satisfied that the mystery was now about 
to be cleared up. It was self-evident that the Doctor, availing 
himself of the illness of old Lorimer who was confined to his 
room by an attack of gout, was now on his way to make his 
proposals to Miss Lorimer, and probably to arrange plans for an 
elopement. They had long ago seen through the old wretch's 
designs, and wondered how dear good-natured Mr. Lorimer 
could be so blind as not to perceive the very great — they might 
indeed say improper — ^intimacy which had for some time existed 
between Miss Lorimer and Doctor MThee. 

Others, whose thoughts were less fully occupied by love affairs. 
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were satisfied with the supposition that the Doctor had^ through 
the interest of old Lorimer^ been appointed to the situation of 
garrison-surgeon on the Governor's staff, and was now on his 
way to announce the glad tidings to his patron. 

Whilst some of a more gloomy temperament had it from 
undoubted authority, that the Doctor was hastening to attend the 
death-bed of Mr. Lorimer, who had been attacked during the 
night by a fit of apoplexy, from which there were no hopes of his 
recovery, and that the prospect of a good legacy was sufficient to 
account for the joyous air of the hypocritical old rogue. They had 
all along said that MThee was not devoting so much of his time 
to the Lorimers for nothing. His affectation of simplicity was 
all very well. But their hearers might take their word for it, he 
was more rogue than fool. 

Our worthy Doctor, unconscious of the many good-natured 
remarks which his Sunday coat and happy face elicited — and 
which indeed would have given him very little annoyance had he 
heard them — went on his way rejoicing, his smile becoming 
brighter, and the execution of his favourite air " Johnny CJope " 
more energetic, the nearer he approached to the place of his 
destination. 

Arrived at the house, he walked in without ceremony; and 
availing himself of the privilege of an intimat/C and welcome 
friend, proceeded at once to the door of Kate's little boudoir, in 
which she usually sat during the morning. 

By mine honour. Friend MThee, there is something rather 
suspicious in all this. We hope the surmises of our sagacious 
female friends may not prove correct after all ! 

The Doctor gave a modest rap at the door, and was desired by 
a sweet low voice to enter. 

It was only now that poor MThee remembered it might 
perhaps be thought presumptuous on his part to intrude on the 
privacy of a Young Lady without being previously announced ; 
and the idea of his having been guilty of a breach of good 
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manners brought on a fit of nervous agitation, which rendered 
the poor man^s manner, on entering the room, even more awkward 
than usual; he remained scraping and bowing with the handle of 
the door in his hand, and could not summon courage sufficient 
to venture beyond the threshold, till reassured by one of Kate's 
sweetest smiles. 

" I hope Fm no intrudin' on you. Miss Kate,'' stammered the 
poor Doctor, closing the door softly, and advancing towards the 
sofa on which Kate was seated, at the same time smoothing 
the nap of his hat with great care, and stepping as cautiously as 
if he feared to hear the sound of his own footsteps. 

^^Not at all, my dear Doctor," replied Kate, smiling, and 
extending her hand kindly towards him. ^' Pray be seated. You 
know you are always welcome here." 

The Doctor drew in a chair, seated himself upon the extreme 
edge, and continued to smooth his hat with greater industry than 
ever, evidently at a loss how to open the conversation. 

We shall avail ourselves of the awkward pause to introduce the 
Reader to Kate's boudoir. 

On one side of the room stood her pianoforte, with a collection 

of the best and newest music, carefully arranged in a handsome 

music-stand within reach. In the bow-window was a stand filled 

with flower-pots, containing some of the rarest and most fragrant 

plants, their healthy appearance bearing ample testimony to the 

care bestowed upon them by their young mistress. Behind this 

was a table on which stood a half-finished clay bust, surrounded 

by modelling tools; and by it lay a portfolio, which being open, 

displayed to view some fine specimens of original drawings by the 

old masters. In various comers of the room might be seen 

writing materials, books, embroidery frames, and sundry little 

indescribable nick-nacks appertaining to a lady's work-box; and 

in front of the sofa on which Kate sat, stood a table covered with 

drawing-materials, and a half-finished sketch of the Orange Valley 

in water-colours. The floor was covered with the finest rattan- 

z 2 
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matting. In front of the fire-place a carefully-dressed tiger-skin 
—one of cousin Charles's trophies — ^was spread in place of a rug. 
And at the feet of his young mistress lay a tame gazelle^ wearing 
round its slender neck an embroidered velvet collar. This too, 
we rather suspect, was a present from " dear cousin Charles/' 

The walls of the rooms were hung round with boldly-touched 
drawings of some of the most picturesque views on the Neilgherry 
Hills. These were the produce of Kate's own pencil ; but there 
were intermixed with them several spirited sketches of anintials in 
a different style, though equally well executed, which the Doctor 
had no difficulty in recognising as the handiwork of '' Maister 
Charles,^' who, he often used to remark, " was just extraordinar* 
for takin' oflF the likeness o' a wild craiter as natural as life/' 

Kate was seated on a sofa, dressed in simple white, and looking 
even more lovely than usual. The roses had forsaken her cheeks, 
and there was an expression of sadness in her soft blue eye ; but 
this only served to heighten the naturally expressive character of 
her features, and render them more interesting. She had thrown 
aside her pencil, like one whose thoughts are too much distracted 
to permit of their fixing their attention for any length of time to 
one subject, and was hanging in a pensive attitude over her 
guitar, as if oven\lielmed by the host of tender recollections 
which the sound of its notes had called up. She laid the instru- 
ment aside as the Doctor entered, and with natural good-breeding, 
strove to relieve his e\ ident embarrassment, by starting a subject 
of conversation. 

^^ How did you find my father this morning. Doctor ? " she 
said, thinking that the Doctor had come as usual in his official 
capacity. ^'I thought him looking much better when I saw 
him.'' 

'^ I didna gang to sec liim yet," replied the Doctor, with rather 
a sheepish air. '^ It was yoursel'. Miss Kate, that I wanted to 
speak a word \vi'.'' 

" With me. Doctor ? " replied Kate, smiling. 
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'^ Ay, just wi' you, Miss Kate. I hae somethin' in my pouch 
here, that I was thinkin' ye would maybe like to see, and yet 
maybe ye'U no' be pleased wi' me for takin' the liberty o' showin' 
it to you. But it has made my heart light enough this blessed 
morning, and Fm thinkin' it will no' do yours ony harm either.'' 
So saying, the Doctor drew a crumpled letter from his pocket, 
and handed it to Kate with a broad grin of exultation. 

Kate's hand trembled, and the blood rushed into her pale 
cheeks as her eye fell upon the well-known handwriting of her 
cousin Charles. She hastily opened the letter, and strove hard 
to compose herself sufficiently to read the contents; but her 
agitation was so painfully apparent that the kind-hearted Doctor 
could not bear to witness it. 

" You'll maybe no' be able to make it out very readily. Miss 
Kate," said he, gently withdrawing the letter from poor Kate's 
trembling hand. '' He has been writin' in a terrible hurry, the 
wild birkie; and wi' an awfu' ill pen ; and it's that sore blotted, 
I could hardly make any thin' o't mysel' at first. But I hae 
manned it at last ; so with your leave I'll just tak' the liberty o' 
readin' it to you." 

Kate faintly smiled her thanks ; and the Doctor, after having 
carefully adjusted his spectacles, read as follows : — 

** Fort of Koolgiedroog^ Ibtk of May. 

" My dear Doctor, 
"We have taken the fort of Koolgiedroog, said to be the 
strongest in the southern Maharattah country. It was a sharp 
business while it lasted, but short and decisive. I was fortunate 
enough to have the honour of leading the forlorn hope ; and, 
thank God, escaped unhurt, or rather with a mere scratch, not 
worth mentioning. The Brigadier commanding has been pleased 
to compliment me in orders, and has promised to exert his 
influence in procuring my promotion. So you see I am in a fair 
way of procuring one step at least towards the dmrable rank of 
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General Officer — you know what I mean. I address this to you, 
because I am sure you will take the earliest opportunity of 
communicating its contents to my cousin Kate. It will save the 
dear Girl much unnecessary anxiety on my account, when she 
comes to see the rather heavy list of casualties, which I regret to 
say will appear in next Gazette ; and in which the stupid surgeon 
may perhaps think it necessary to include my name. I shall 
write to my uncle by next tapall, and enter more fully into 
particulars. Tell Kate with my kindest love " 

"Ahem ! ha ! and so on." 

The Doctor stopped short, coughed, wiped his spectacles, folded 
up the letter, and returned it to Kate. 

" That^s a' the news worth mentionin'. Miss Kate,'' said he ; 
*' the rest is just bits o^ messages and civeeUties, and the like o' 
that, to you and your faither, honest man, that are no' worth my 
while to be readin' to you. You can just keep the letter and look 
it o'er at your leisure." 

So saying, the Doctor resumed the smoothing of his hat 
previous to taking his departure. 

Kate, whose quivering lip and moistened eyelid betrayed the 
depth of her emotion, strove to master her feelings sufficiently to 
thank the Doctor for his kind visit, but the effort was too much 
for her : she allowed the letter to drop to the ground ; and, 
covering her face with her hands, burst into a violent fit of 
hysterical weeping. 

"0 Miss Kate! Miss Kate!" exclaimed the kind-hearted 
Doctor, his own eyes beginning to fill with moisture. ^^Ye 
maunna allow yoursel^ to tak' on this way — else I'll be fear'd 
e'er to tell you a piece o' good news again — and I'm sure it's a' 
good news ye hae heard the day, barrin' the bit scart Maister 
Charles got in the bruilzie — but that's a mere trifle, and, as he 
says himsel', no^ worth the mentionin'." 

" Pardon me, my dear Doctor," sobbed poor Kate, extending 
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one hand to the Doctor, whilst she still covered her face with the 
other. " Pardon this weakness — ^it is childish, I know ; but my 
nerves have been so shaken of late, that I feel quite weak and 
foohsh. Leave me now, I pray you* I shall be better soon, and 
able, I hope, to thank you as I ought for your kindness.^' 

The Doctor rose to depart ; but ere he reached the door, the 
big tears of sympathy were rolling fast down his long thin nose. 

" It's maybe no good manners,^' murmured the worthy Doctor, 
turning back and dashing a tear from his eye, '^ but de'el tak' me 
if I can thole to leave this poor young thing, greetin' her very 
heart out, and no' sae ae word to comfort her. — It gangs against 
my conscience. 

" I crave your pardon, my dear Young Lady,'' said he, trying 
to soften the naturally rough tones of his voice, and speaking 
with more confidence than he had hitherto done — ^for his generous 
heart was sweUing within him, and fast overcoming the painful 
feeling of bashfulness which had hitherto restrained him — ^'I 
crave your pardon, my dear Young Lady. I'm a rough auld 
carle, and maybe no' a very fit comforter for the like o' you. 
But I hae a heart. Miss Kate, I hae a heart, and it's just at the 
breakin' to see you takin' on this way, and no' a leevin' soul to 
say a kind word to you. I canna thole to see it, that's just 
the truth, so I maun e'en speak my mind, whether ye be angered 
wi' me for doin' it or no." 

The Doctor paused for a reply, but Kate made no answer, so 
he proceeded. 

" You will see. Miss Kate, when you read the rest o' your 
cousin's letter, that he has made me his confidant, and that I ken 
a' aboot the bit love aflfair that's atween you two. If ye had ony 
friend to comfort and advise you, I wouldna hae ta'en the liberty 
o' mentionin' this ; but as it is, I thought it better to break the 
ice at ance, and beg, if you think I can be of ony service to you, 
to command Jock MThee. I am auld enough to be your faither. 
Miss Kate — I feel a faither's love both for you and Maister 
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Charles ; and I Iiae a heart that would carry me through fire and 
water to serve you^ so ye needna hae nae scruples about opeiiing 
your heart to me. Poor Maister Charles 1 he was terrible down- 
hearted the day he left this ; but I managed to cheer him awee 
afore we parted^ and I dinna dispair o' bringin' the smiles back 
to your ain bonny face too afore lang ; so keep your heart up^ my 
dear Miss Kate, keep your heart up. I ken your faither's nature 
wed ; he's no' sae dooms hard-hearted as he appears ; and you'll 
see that things will a' come right enough afore lang. And now, 
my dear Young Lady, I'll awa', and I hope you'll pardon me for 
the liberty I hae ta'en in speakin' sae &ee ; for if s just as true as 
Gospel that I couldna help it. You'll maybe think it a daft-bke 
thing for an auld carle like me to be takin' an interest in the like 
o' thae things ; but I hae had experience, Miss Kate, I hae had 
sad experience, and though I'm no' very young, I hae a soft 
comer in my heart yet." 

Here the worthy Doctor laid his hand upon his hearty and 
screwed up his grotesque features into such an absurd expression 
of sentimental misery, that Kate could not help smiling through 
her tears. 

^^ And so ye are laughin' at the auld Doctor," he said, smiUng 
in his turn. '^ Weel, weel, it does my heart good to see the 
smile upon that winsome young face again, for a' it's mysel' ye'r 
laughin' at." 

" Pardon me, my dear Doctor," she said, extending her hand 
kindly, whilst the smile brightened on her beautiful face like 
sunshine breaking through an April shower; '^ Heaven forbid 
that I should laugh at you. Pray sit down again. I am better 
now, and feel that your society cheers me and does me good. 
And now that we have touched upon the subject, I should like 
you, if I am not taking too great a liberty in making the request, 
to tell me something of the passages in your past life to which 
you have alluded. You will find in me a deeply interested and 
truly sympathising listener." 
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" A-weel, Miss Kate,*^ replied the Doctor, twirling his watch- 
key and casting his eyes upon the ground, half bashful, yet half 
pleased at the evident interest which Kate took in his affairs. 
" Ye are askin' me to speak o^ that which I hae na^ mentioned 
to mortal man for the last thirty years, and which it wrings my 
very heart to think o', e^en at this distance o^ time. But it will, 
maybe, do me good to speak o^ thae things to you. Miss Kate, 
for I ken ye hae a heart that can fed for the sorrows o^ others ; 
and, at ony rate, I couldna refuse you any thing, so Fll just tell 
you a^ about it.^^ 

The Doctor drew his chair a little nearer the sofa, took a 
nervous pinch of snuff, and thus began : — 

^^ When I was young. Miss Kate, although ye^U hardly believe 
it noo, I was no' that ill to look upon. My mither, honest 
woman — she was a Heeland wife, and had a gae dash o' the 
Heeland pride in her — ^was for ever deevin' in my faither's lugs 
that I had the air o' a gentleman bom, and that she could never 
dee contented till she had seen me wagging my head in a pulpit ; 
till, for peace-sake, the poor man was at last obleeged to give up 
the idea o' makin* me an honest farmer like himsel', and sent me 
to the College o' Glasgow to study my Humanities. Findin', 
however, that he had nae great interest to look to for gettin' me 
a kirk, and as I was a gae throughother cheel in thae days, at 
ony rate ; he determined to breed me up to the medical profession, 
in place o' makin' a Minister o' me. 

^^ It was during my visit at hame, in my first vacation, that 
I became acquainted wi' Jeany Morrison, the daughter o' a 
new neighbour of ours that had ta'en the next farm durin' my 
absence. 

^^ Miss Kate ! if ye had kent my Jeany ye wouldna wonder 
that I still cherish her image in my heart. In looks she wasna 
unlike yourseF, and that's bonny enough. And Miss Kate ! 
she was as good as she was bonny. She was just a perfect angel 
upon earth, and o'er good for this wicked world. I needna tell 
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you I loved lier — I did that in my very heart of hearts. And 
I believe she, poor thing, loved me as truly as ever woman did. 
But ye ken the old saying, ' The course of true love never did run 
smooth,' and in our case this was verified. Her faither had nae 
great toclier to gie her; and I, a poor medical student^ wi' very 
slender hopes o* obtainin' practice, after I had spent a' the little 
I was worth in education, what had I to look to ? In short, 
our parents, although they had nae other objection to the match, 
wouldna allow us to think o' marriage till I had earned enough 
by my profession to keep a wife respectably. 

" I needna trouble you, my dear Miss Kate, wi' an account o' 
the mony difficidties I had to struggle through as a country 
surgeon, and the mony thrifty expedients I had recourse to to 
scrape tegither a wee pickle siller. Suf&ce it to say that I, at 
last, obtained an appointment as medical officer on board of one 
of the Compan/s ships, came out to this country, -got into good 
practice, and have ever since been able, not only to scrape 
tegither some little savin's for mysel', but to keep my auld parents 
in easy circumstances to the end o' their days — ^rest their souls ! 

" It was some five years after my arrival in this country that 
I found myser weel enough off to return to bonny Scotland, and 
claim the hand o' my Jeany. It was a joyfu' day to me. Miss 
Kate, when I landed once more on the shores o' Fife, and clasped 
my faitliful Jeany to my heart. The day was fixed for our 
weddin' — the friends were bidden — and the very next momin' 
Jeany was to have been mine for ever. We had strolled out, 
arm-in-arm, among the bonny birk-woods, talkin' o' love and 
happiness, and forming plans for the future — short-sighted 
mortals that we were ! — and sae interesting was our conversation 
that it was far in the glomin afore we thought o' returning. 
Fearing that our friends might be uneasy about us if we didna 
return afore dark, we determined to tak' a short cut which 
obleeged us to cross the burn at the back o' the hoose, by a ford. 
It had rained durin' the day, and the water was comin' down red 
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and angry frae the hills. Poor dear Jeany ; she maun hae had 
some misgivings, for I mind o^er weel her remarkin^, at the time, 
that she thought the swirls o^ the drumly water looked awfu^ 
earie in the cauld light o' the full harvest moon, and that she 
was sure she heard the voice o^ the Kelpie moanin^ up the glen. 
However, I kent the ford weel, and was laith to gang a mile 
roond by the brig ; so, like a presumptuous sinner as I was, I 
laughed at what I called her supersteetious fears, and, liftin^ her 
in my arms, waded into the water. 

" We had mostly reached the opposite side — ^the fire was 
glancing bright and cheerfu' through the cottage windows, — ^the 
auld gudeman was standin^ in the door, wi^ his white hair glancin' 
like silver in the moonlight, waitin^ to welcome his ain dear bairn 
to his arms, and I was just beginnin* to banter poor Jeany on 
her needless alarm, when my foot slipped on a smooth stane — ^my 
legs gaed frae under me — and next moment we were swept away 
down the ragin' water, clasped in ane another^s arms. 

" I was a strong swimmer then, but my poor Jeany clung to 
me wi^ the grasp o^ dispair, and my limbs were powerless. I mind 
nae mare till I came to my senses, mony hours afterwards, and 
found mysel' in bed, in the house of poor Jeany^s faither. My 
first thought was for Jeany. I asked if she was saved. 

" They didna answer me, but the tears that blinded their een 
told the sad tale o'er weel. I sprung frae the bed wi' a yell o' 
despair that gart them flee afore me, for they thought I was fae. 
I rushed into the next room, and there, on the very bed which 
was, that night, to ha'e been our bridal bed, lay the cold, blue 
corpse of my own loved Jeany, streckit for the burial. 

" Miss Kate ! Miss Kate ! it's thirty lang, weary years sin' 
syne, but I canna thole to think o' that awfu' night, even to 
this day." 

Here the poor Doctor's feelings completely overpowered him ; 
he covered his face with his hands, and wept like a child. 

Kate, whose tender feelings had been worked up to a pitch of 
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painful excitement by the Doctor's tragical tale^ was almost as 
mach overcome as the poor man himself, and it was some time 
before either could utter a word. 

The Doctor was the first to recover his composure. 

" Ye maun thijik me a poor silly body, my dear Miss JLaie, to 
gie way to my feelings in this way ; but I see, by that sweet 
smile, that ye dinna think the waur o' poor Jock M^hee for 
haein^ a soft heart. God bless you, my dear bairn 1 God 
bless you!'' 

The Doctor had nearly reached the door, when he suddenly 
stopped short, and turning towards Kate, said, in rather a 
hesitating manner,— 

^^ I hae somethin' here, my dear Miss Kate, that ye would, 
maybe, like to see. Nae mortal eye except my own has ever 
looked upon it for the last thirty years, but after the kind 
sympathy ye hae shown in the sad fate o' my poor dear Jeany, 
I would like to think that ye had seen, even a faint resemblance 
o' her bonny face. There, dear, ye can look at it at your leisure, 
and return it to me in the evening, but dinna say a word aboot 
it to nae leevin' soul/' 

So saying, the Doctor drew from his breast something carefully 
enveloped in a small bag of chamois-leather, much soiled with 
use, and thrusting it into Kate's hand, rushed out of the room. 

On removing the somewhat unseemly covering of chamois- 
leather, Kate discovered a miniature painting of a pretty interesting 
country girl, dressed in the simple garb of a peasant, and having 
her fair locks braided with the silken snood of a Scottish maiden. 
The painting, although somewhat faded, still bore traces of a 
master's hand, and there was a look of such sweet simplicity in 
the face of the poor girl, whose tragical fate she had just heard 
narrated, that she could not resist weeping afresh over her 
melancholy history. 

But, Lady, we are forgetting ourselves ! — for which we humbly 
crave thy pardon. We promised long ago to dispose of our 
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charaxiters forthwith, and retire ; yet here we are running on as 
if thy patience were inexhaustible. We shall despatch, Lady, we 
shall despatch. 

Know, then, that our young friend Charles, after a short but 
brilliant military career, succeeded, by the death of an old uncle, 
to a handsome property at home. He lost no time in again 
suing for the hand of his Fair Cousin, and was this time success- 
ful. He soon afterwards returned to England, retired from the 
army, and is now living with his Kate, who, by the way, has 
become the mother of half-a-dozen fine children, in the full 
enjoyment of the most perfect domestic happiness. 

Mansfield is still a bachelor, and a General Officer, well known 
among his sporting friends by the soubriquet of " Tiger Mansfield.'^ 
He is no longer young; but is stiU universally acknowledged 
to possess the truest eye, and the steadiest hand, of any man in 
India. 

Old Lorimer still enjoys a vigorous old age, and annually 
accompanies his son-in-law to the North of Scotland, where he 
rents an extensive deer forest, plentifully stocked with game. 
The old gentleman is no longer able to use his ponderous rifle 
with effect ; but he cannot bear to have the favourite weapon out 
of his sight. It is therefore permitted to occupy a conspicuous 
place in the dining-room of the shooting lodge, where it affords 
to the venerable sportsman an ever-ready excuse for holding forth 
on his favourite topic, the unrivalled exploits of his beloved 
^'kiU-devil.^' 

The worthy Doctor, to use his own words, "is still to the fore, 
and able to hirple about.^' He has purchased a pretty little 
cottage in the immediate neighbourhood of young Lorimer's 
shooting lodge, and spends the greater part of his time with him 
and his wife, whom he stiU persists in calling " his dear Miss 
Kate." He is an immense favourite with all the children, but 
particularly with " young Maist^r Charles," who sits, for hours 
together, on the old man^s knee, listening with childish delight to 
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his long-winded stories about bears and tigers, " Mons Meg/^ 
wild soos^ and his old friend the Forest Banger. 

Gentle Reader, adieu ! We have told our last tale, and now 
it only remains for us to offer thee our sincere thanks for having 
80 long listened, like "young Maist^r Charles,'^ to an old man's 
clavers. 



GLOSSAEY OF HINDOSTANEE WORDS. 



Abba I — An exclamation of surprise, or complaint. 

Ameldar. — The native collector of a district. 

Ayah, — A native female servant. 

Bagh ! — A tiger. 

Bagh-hie. — There is a tiger here. 

Baghrmar. — Tiger-slay er. 

Bangles. — Ornaments, generally of silver, worn round the wrists and ankles. 

Shot Atch Sahib. — Very good, Sir, 

Buckshiah. — A present. 

Bungalow. — A house such as Europeans inhabit. 

BuiToh HaJcim Sahib. — The great doctor gentleman. 

Burrah Khanah. — A great dinner. — A feast. 

Burrah Sahib. — Great Sir. — ^A great man. — A term of respect applied to 

European gentlemen. 
Burrah Shikar. — The hunting of large animals. 
Chor do. — Let loose. 
Chovnie. — A bunch of horse-hair, or sometimes the tail of a musk ox, fixed 

into a handle, which horse-keepers carry to brush away the flies. 
C^unam. — ^A very fine sort of plaster, made from shells, which, when diy, 

has exactly the appearance of white marble. 
Chuprasee bolow. — Call the tent-pitchers. 
Coolies. — Men who carry burdens. 
CotwaU. — A village dignitary. — The head man of the police, whose business 

it is to supply travellers with provisions. 
Cowrie baskets. — Covered baskets for carrying provisions on a march. 
Cumberbund. — A shawl or sash worn round the waist, 
Cwmbley. — ^A coarse sort of blanket, worn by the poorer class of natives in 

India. 
Cutch. — An Indian province celebrated for a particular breed of horses. 
Dekho Sahib. — Look, Sir. 
Oalee. — Abusive language. 
Ohals, or Ohauts. — Mountain passes. 
Gorah lao. — " Bring forth the horse," 
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(kfahrtcanah, — A horse-keeper. 

Oram. — A kind of pulse on which horses are fed in India. 

Ho Sahib.— Yes, Sir. 

HowdcLk. — The st'at fastened on an elephant's back. 

Huttee. — ^An elephant. 

Idder cum. — Come hither. 

InakaUah. — Please God, or, Praise be to (Jod. An exclamation ever in the 

mouth of a Mussulman when excited. 
Jaggary. — A coarse sort of sugar. 
Jagheerdar. — A landed proprietor. — A petty prince. 
Jemmadar. — A native officer. This title is often assumed by the head men 

of particular tribes. 
Jo Hook'um Sahib. — It is an order, Sir. 
Jungle Wallah. — Jungle man. — A savage. 
KaUion. — A small portable hookah, or hubble-bubble. 
Kodgha. — A buffalo. — The natives of the Canara district call the bison 

Jungle Koolgha, or Jungle Buffalo. 
Mahovi. — The driver of an elephant. 
Maugree. — A large species of jessamine. 
Mussavlcliee. — A low caste native servant, commonly called a Maty Boy, in 

the Madras Presidency. 
Natch Girls. — Dancing girls. 
Ne Sahib. — No, Sir. 

NtUlaJi. — A small ravine. — A watercourse. 
Peon. — A personal attendant distinguished by wearing a shoulder-belt. ^An 

armed follower. 
PiMaw. — A highly spiced Indian dish composed of meat and rice. 
Piiggarie. — The cloth of which a turban is formed. 
Reench. — A bear. 

Ryot. — A cultivator of the soil. — A peasant. 
Shikar. — The hunting of wild animals. 
Shikaree. — A hunter. 
Sunho Sahib. — Listen, Sir. 
Swamy. — The Hindoo Deity. — A term of the highest respect, sometimes 

applied to a superior. 
Tapall. — The mail, in India, is carried by men on foot, who are called 

Tapalls. 
Todah Mund. — A cluster of huts inhabited by Todahs. 
Tcypee Wallahs. — Men who wear hats. — Europeans. 
Tulwar. — A sword. 

Wah/ Wah/ — An exclamation of astonishment. 
Wallah/ Wallah/— Ditto. 



NOTES. 



Page 4, line 16. — " A thol-broseJ* 

A VERT delightful compound, for which Meg Dods gives the following 

receipt : — 
" Mix with a cupful of heather-honey, two of mountain-dew, aliaa whisky." 
We have little doubt that this was the tipple in which Father Jove indulged, 

Tmder the classical name of nectar. 

Page 6, line 2. — " Climate of the Neilgherry HUU," 

I have no hesitation in saying that the climate of the Neilgherry Hills is 
about the finest in the known world. Lying between the parallels of 11° and 
12® North Latitude, they enjoy all the brilliancy and splendid moonlight of a 
tropical climate, whilst their great elevation (8700 feet above the level of the 
sea) not only tempers the heat, but gives to the air a pureness and elasticity 
unknown in less elevated situations. A meteorological table kept on the hills, 
from March, 1825, to March, 1826, makes the maximum of the thermometer, 
at noon, 69% and the minimum 55**; the Tn^-riTnnin at 6 a,m. 60**, and the 
minimum 81°. 

The first Europeans who ever visited the Neilgherry Hills were a party of 
gentlemen from Coimbatoor, who made an excursion to them in 1819. They 
spoke in raptures of the appearance of the coimtry, and of the climate, and, 
soon afterwards, published an account of their tour, in the Madras journals. 
But, strange to say, this account failed to attract much public attention. In 
1820, another party, accompanied by a lady, ascended the hills. In 1821, a 
pass was opened to the mountains, by government, and some families took up 
their temporary abode there. Since that time, the beautiful Cantonment of 
Ootacamund has been rapidly increasing. A handsome church, a military 
hospital, a splendid mansion for the governor, and many good houses, have 
been erected. A bazaar, and several excellent shops have been established, 
and, for some years back, it has been a favourite place of resort, during the hot 
months, for the inhabitants of Bombay as well as those of Madras. 

T 
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I am BO enthusiastic an admirer of the Neilgherry Hills, that I shall not 
trust myself to describe the scenery, lest I be accused of exaggeration, but 
shall take the liberty of making a few extracts from Mr. Hough's book, whic 
gives a very correct account of this delightful region. 

" Neilgherry is a Canarese term, compounded of Neil, blue ; and gherry, a 
mountain. The lofty hills, so named, from the nucleus of the Qhats, described 
above, and are situated between the parallels of 11^ and 12° North Latitude, 
and 76' and 77" of East Longitude." * ♦ ♦ 

" The acclivities of the moimtains present a wild and rugged aspect, covered 
with impenetrable jungle, amongst which are seen numerous gigantic forest 
trees— teak, mango, ebony, black-wood, tamarind, &c &c. But their character 
too much resembles that of other mountain regions in India to require, here, 

a more particular description." 

****** * 

" The scenery of this interesting country it is difficult to describe in adequate 
language. It presents very little of that bleak, rugged, and barren appearance, 
which Ib common to most other mountainous regions. Peringa and Maika 
Naads (districts) are composed of mountains which vary greatly in their 
elevation. Some of these eminences are almost perpendicular, towering to the 
clouds, and descending in deep and terrific precipices. Their sides are 
occasionally bare, but more frequently covered with fine grass, a rich 
profusion of plants, aud a short brushwood, with almost every variety of 
fern." ♦ ♦ ♦ 

"The vast sides of some of the hills are literally clothed with trees, 
occasionally forming extensive woods — ^the picturesque copses that fill or 
border their ravines sometimes assuming a circular form, at others that of a 
crescent, which are so accurately defined that they appear to have been 
planted by the hand of man. ' 

" They are adorned with the large crimson flower of the rhododendron, and 
the white blossom of a species of camelia, both of which trees grow here to 
the height of from thirty to forty feet. A species of dog-rose, and the 
jessamine, in their respective seasons, literally bespangle the woods, and 
perfume the air with their fragrance. These, with the pepper vine, intersect 
the branches, hanging in festoons, and climbing to the tops of the loftiest 
forest trees." 

So much for Mr. Hough's description of the scenery — which is rendered 
doubly interesting to the sportsman, by the fact of all these beautiful woods 
being plentifully stocked with game. 

Here is a list of the animals and birds, with which I became acquainted 
during a sojourn of six months on the Neilgherries, — ^and of which I shall 
hereafter give a more particular description of such as occur in the text. 

The Samber, or Black Kusa-deer {Ce^'vus Aristotelis), vulgarly called the 
elk. 
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The Muntjack, or Rib-faced Deer {Cervtu Mtmtjach), a variety of the musk- 
deer — sometimes, very absurdly, named the jimgle sheep. 

A variety of the Ibex, which, for reasons hereafter given, I believe to have 
hitherto escaped the notice of naturalists, and which I have therefore named 
the Ibex of the Neilgherry Hills. — ^He frequents the lofty precipices over- 
hanging the low country, and, from this circumstance, has been erroneously 
described as a species of Chamois. 

"Wild hog {Su8 aper). 

Tiger {Pelia Tigris), not so numerous as in the plains. 

Panther, or leopard (FelU LeopoArdAAs). 

Black Bear of India {Ursvs Labiatus), 

Jackall {Carm Aureus). 

"Wild, or jungle dog {Canis Familicms). 

The Crested Porcupine (Hystrix CristcUa), the flesh of which is considered a 
great delicacy. 

A species of Black Ape, which I believe to be the Ouanderon, or lion-tailed 
baboon (Simia Macacus SUemts), 

And the Common Hare. 

The game birds are, the 

"Woodcock {Scolopax Rusticula), the existence of which, in India, was, till of 
late years, unknown. They arrive about the end of October, and take their 
departure in March. They are not found in the Low Country. 

The Common Snipe, the Jack Snipe, and the Painted Snipe (Rhyncaa 
Capensis), 

Pea-fowl, Jungle-fowl, and Spur-fowl (Perdix Spadicetis), found in all the 
woods, but particularly numerous in the Orange Valley, about fifteen miles 
from Ootacamund ; 

And two varieties of Quail ; the small brown Jungle-quail, and a larger 
variety with red legs, the name of which I do not know. 

The Cobra di Capella, and other venomous snakes of India, are unknown on 
the HUls. I only met with two small varieties of the snake tribe, one black 
and the other green, both of which are said to be harmless. 

Page 18, line 21. 
" XTie enroffed boar no sooTier got a glimpse of his white dress" &c. 

The idea of poor Heels' adventure with the boar was suggested by the 
following passage in my Indian journal : — 

" "We had surrounded a sounder of wild hog in a ravine, and were, as usual, 
posted at the different passes. 

" The doctor, who was next to me, had taken his stand amongst some high 
grass, so that the hog — ^which happened to take his pass — ^were within ten 
yards of him before he observed them ; — he fired at the foremost one, an 

T 2 
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immenie tow, bat miised her, and next moment the old lady was on board 
of him. 

** The report of the rifle, followed by a savage grunt from the hog, and a 
yell of despair from the unfortunate doctor, attracted my attention to the 
spot The high grass prevented me from seeing distinctly what had occorred ; 
bat some ten yards down the side of the hill, I observed a dark object, 
kicking and blaspheming in the midst of a thorn bush ; — and — Qod forgive 
me — I could not help laughing, although, from the nature of the accident, it 
was more than probable that poor Mac was severely injured. The enraged 
sow, having disposed of the doctor, charged his servant — ^who was a little way 
behind with a spare gun— got her snout between his legs — tossed him over her 
head — and sent him flying down the hill, right on the top of his master. This 
made the doctor roar louder than ever, and the enei:getio manner in which he 
hUned poor blacky's eyes, for falling on him, relieved me much, by assuring 
me that his wounds were not mortal I tried to avenge his fall ; but was so 
convulsed with laughter, that I missed right and left, and away went the sow 
in triimiph. On picking up the doctor we discovered that he had escaped 
wonderfully well — thanks to his antagonist for being a sow instead of a boar. 
He had only received a severe contusion, and a pretty extensive abrasion of 
th6 skin from one of her blunt tusks, which had also ripped up his nether 
garment, from the knee to the waist-band; but had the same blow been 
inflicted by the tusk of a boar, the chances are it would have proved fataL As 
it was, the poor doctor felt the effects of the accident for more than a fortnight. 
His Maty boy escaped with a few slight bruises.** 



Page 26, line 19. — " Mansfidd^B Peon tprmga foi'ward" &c. 

Your good Mussulman will not eat the flesh of any animal, that has not 
been blooded, and prayed over, either by himself or one of his own caste. He 
is ever ready, therefore, to rush in, and draw blood from an animal, before he 
expires, for unless blood follows the knife, he is debarred from using any part 
of the flesh. 

Page 28, line 3. — '* ThudJ* 

Anj one who has ever shot a deer, must know full well, the very satisflftctory 
soimd which I have attempted to express by the Scotch word — thud. 



Page 34, line 26. 
** ITie remavM of the poor fellow presented a ghastly spectadeJ* 

The first tiger I ever assisted in slaying, killed one of the beaters before our 
eyes, and his mangled body presented very much the appearance I have 
attempted to describe in the text. 
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Page 36, line 21. — " Her€*s at him at aU events.** 

Bears are often speared on horseback — ^what is there indeed that an Indian 
hog-hunter will not venture to attack with his spear? — but the chase is apt to 
terminate as I have described. A friend of mine had his horse pulled down, 
and narrowly escaped being killed in attempting to spear a bear with a blunt 
weapon. 

Page 41, line 16. — " ffa/ve plenty of fireworks been sent to the grownd f ** 

In beating for a tiger in thick cover, fireworks are often required to make 
him bolt. 

Page 42, line 30. — " Todaks." 

The Todahs are certainly the finest and most interesting race of people I 
have met with in India. Here is a very good description of them, taken from 
Captain Harkness' work on the Neilgherry Hills. 

"The appearance of the Todahs, who may be considered the original 
inhabitants of the Hills, is certainly very prepossessing. Generally above the 
common height, athletic, and well made, their bold bearing, and open expres- 
sive coimtenances, lead immediately to the conclusion, that they must be of 
a different race to their neighbours of the same hue, and the question naturally 
arises. Who ccm they be f 

" They never wear any covering to the head, whatever the weather may be, 
but allow the hair to grow to an equal length, of about six or seven inches ; 
parted from the centre or crown, it forms into natural bushy circlets, all 
round, and at a short distance more resembles some artificial decoration, than 
the simple adornment of nature. The hair of the face also is allowed a similar 
freedom of growth, and in every instance, except from the effect of age, it is of 
a jet black, and of the same degree of softness, as that of the natives of the 
Low Country. 

''A large, full, and speaking eye, Roman nose, fine teeth, and pleasing 
contour, having occasionally the appearance of great gravity, but seemingly 
ever ready to fall into the expression of cheerfulness and good humour, are 
natural marks prominently distinguishing them from all other natives of 
India. 

'' They usually wear small gold earrings, some of them a studded chain of 
silver round the neck, and rings of the same description on the hand. 

** Their dress consists of a short under garment, folded round the waist, and 
fastened to a girdle ; and of an upper one, or mantle, which covers every part 
except the head, legs, and occasionally the right arm. These are left bare, thd 
folds of the mantle terminating with the left shoulder, over which the bordered 
end is allowed to hang loosely. 
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" T)ie wotn«n are of a ttature proporii<mai« to that of tb« men, Imi of ooo- 
plexion f^tnwWj tome shadec lighter, the oomequeDoev p«rhAp«, of Um 
exposure to the weather. With a strongly femiDioe oaet of tb« mum «zpreHtTe 
features as the men, most of them, and partioolarly the yoangar, Imito beantiAil 
long black treases, which flow in unrestrained loxuriaooe orer Um im^ nd 
•houlders. 

" With a modest snd retiring demeanour, thej are perfectly free from the 
ungracious and menial- like timidity of the generality of the sex of the Low 
Country ; and enter into conToraation with a stranger, with a eoDfkleiioe and 
self-potweMion becoming in the eyos of Kuropeans, and strongly charaeteristic 
of a njnimm of manners anrl customs widely different from those of their 
ncighlxmrf. 

Tlieir life being in every respect a pastoral one, they do not congregate in 
townn or Tillsges, but every family or the principal branches of each family 
live separately.** 

For further particulars of this interesting people, I must refer the reeder to 
Captain Harkness' work, which I think he will find worthy of pemseL 

In my Journal I find the following description of their huts: — 

" Their villsgss, which are called Mundt, generally consist of four or Ave 
huts, and are almost invariably situated in the most picturesque spots, the 
selection of which argues great good taste on the part of the Todahs. I cennot 
•ay as much for their taste in architecture. 

"A To<lah hut in, I think, the tumi uncomfortable habitation for a human 
b<«ing that ever wam invented. In form it in an oblong sqtuire, about nine feet 
by seven, covered by a roof like th« tilt of a waggon, formed of a pliant species 
of bainhr>o, covered with turf and neatly thatolipd, and is not more than six or 
seven feet high : — the ends of the hut are closed up by rough boards, and the 
only Aperture in the whole building is a hole at one end about two feet 
sfjiiare, which serves for door, window, chimney, and all. Four or five persons 
inhabit one of these bee-hives; but how they manage to exist in them is more 
than I onn conceive. I once tne<l the experiment of entering one — an operation 
which in performed on all-fours, of course—And found the atmosphere so 
SHfTocAtiiig, that I Wivs glad to make my escape in less than five minutes." 

f'«Kf 44. Hno 10. 
" 77tc law of the Todahs allows InU ortr wife to the infiahitants of each niHaffe,*' 

I find this statement recorded in my Journal, but have discovered since 
writing it, that it is not strictly correct. My ignorance of the Todah language, 
and the circuiustance of my having visited some mwidt inhabited by several 
men, and only (me woman, occasioned the mistake. The law of the Todahs, 
although it allows a plurality of husbands to tin) women, does not oblige them 



TUti fifihwU^ tii^iviMin fi^mn </«^/UiM Htufktmnif W(>rk wUl iUifQW lumm \\^Ui 
*' HmM of i\m inhMiiuiiM from mmU at i^m m^mU wd \m\ vUi Wl tmm Ui 

ii'im»Ut4 iut^) ih«i of iUoIr \^mm% MMMiiirii ibi* NubJ^oi of Nom<t 4i«»|^ut<w ilMti 

r«it$iir4 Ui oMf 4«M^f 4 of U*M0M4»if Mi<»r NM<|tii»inUi4 wiUi iMr ctUMriuiWr \ m\ 
iU r«HiiiU»Ml<*»' of i\m ^Uy wm« (mm«m4 in \\tkiAu\u% to Uti^ir vmit/iM MUW»M4Miii, 
nM \n 4mwiMK o|i iho fo)iowi»i^ ^^ili^Dti; - 

" *|*h«» jMitiott of Htfmtmt K^im of Mor>ji>M, 

"J i^ttvtt M^y (liMighWr J'U}ovft»4 to wi^i <U> i^ioH l^lri{^r»i KuiAU of )C</roi»i 
«l>ooi ttfu^i ytMU'H t»ij[g, MM WM« iUm m^mi ymm of mi$<* ; tm4 J t^v«» wHb 
Uttr n poKl<m of four \mffkUi kitm, iwo of wbit;h wttrti tt( n mptirior kM, m^ 
iMi* Miilk 4r4WH o»ily (i»¥ umi't^i ^^rptrntu, (4oMm MV<m or oij^hi yiMTM #ul^' 
M«M|tMii( io ilm nhQVti i^rM, ^1»i^m»w, «MMt liwtUi KlMk)»oo4| Kuiim of l^rkoUi 
oAW<t to mo <M«4 iMko4 my wwiotiofi f>>r /lUavAoi to Ut witt^ to Um )4itt<tr iM 

"'I'o tl4« I «4$»'<<o<1| iMi4 IM k oiMto»>»«ryi Kti«khoo<l |iro«MMit«Ml »uo wit)) «i 
t^ultklg, Aboutiiytt«r Ho)#M»<4U4Ut to tho kttor ^rUni, J^)»i^/o»'m, KUttkUttmif 
m^ i*Umi TnmhH^ Kuttwi of Hrnvn, miM to »mo mmI b«i^44l I w<h»M inuioUim 
i*iiim%iiyu Mnii w)f4 t<> Tnmbi^t uHmt, T\i\n I ^i^riiiMl to, mmI 'i'niol/nt ^>m«uMt«4 
M4 with « hullHIo, Aftof wy 4AMK))tor J^iiuvAui ImmI ii)iM» i)<*<'(m4o ti^o wifi» of 
Tumi^dt, J^N^ur?} I>or»'ow44 l^'ow iiiiii, iit 4)fiWi'<mt ^io4N| tiMt mm of <m4 
Imn^irotl uu4 tw<mty »'o^<mm* It i« mw wi^oot « yo«kr <^o timt hnimria yuUmtid 
to »)iow hiUtvmi to i><* wi(^ oitiM** to KiiMki»oo4 or to I'ami^nt^ mi4 «it Um mimm 
timo roftim^l t<> i$iv<» tijom Um ttunUnmi^jf mn^htiUui, TUmm two ttmr<»for4» 
40iM|/i4iiuo4 to Mf/ =^ ^1 wim iiirmtM tiMt tiM i;iii»iM«iM nUmUi U^ inymik^nM 
by « i^nmUaytiif MO»o^tM44 of iM4ivi4(MiH IVow iUtt mfvttnJi M«^rm* t*y4 
I'iWioimyot awi^iM U»»t l'iiittvft»i wm to \m witti U) i*\npum KuUm ouly^ \mi 
i^nX ht WMM Uf iH^y Ui TnmUtii uimiy mp*mh iu nAiimiumii ^ ^\ ^tkm^ \ 
*m4 \^ x^fmm^i to ICi)«ikiM^ wiifitt i/utfyo ki)«^. To ti»iM AWAr4 ^M»t^ri( htt4 
liitWto f4\im^ mm))\\mmi »)tliooifii hi* wii) m*H <iiiow HiiovaMi to \m wifi* 
to «My ofM* i^i»t \i\mm\t\ im<l )*# hiM iii^w o<^t»)ttiM«4 to Um - - ^^ * Ti4# 
oon4(M of tiiin I^N^mrM i#» mo inlWiMoiM^ tli«t 1 wiii not »)low my 4»uKht#r 
HiluvAui Ui Sm wif4 1«^ i»im my io»K#r, I »t<M44 thiw my 4«t<t»'mi)Mti<m i4> tho 
^'MMA'iittyot, i^wt WM ovorruM l>y th#t». i uow r^^iiiim my 44Ui(htor, m\ 
|M»titioM tiittt i4m Mmy iM» rottim#4 to moi'' 

Im ft Nwh«M(^uimt ^MiH vf Um work Mm iMitU^/r givM Mivth#r VtfMivtt of thu 
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■ame cm^, ai itaiAd by Pinpun, the following extract from which maj prore 
interesting, as being fiuiher illustratiTe of onr subject : — 

" Now, according to our customs, Pilluv&ni was to pass the first month 
with me, the second with Khakhood, and the third with TUmbfit; and the 
two latter, waiting in succession on the father-in-law, were to ask hin blessing^ 
and claim their priyilege in right I was to give her raiment the first year, 
Khakhood the second, and TOmb&t the third. I had the option of claiming 
the three first children, Khakhood the second three, and TOmbfit the third 

three, Ac. Ac 

♦ •♦♦♦♦ • 

** We all three should have been equally bound to protect the whole of the 
children, to marry and to give them in marriage ; but the superior authority 
would always have rested with me. The case of Pilluvftni and myself 
however, was at variance with this custom. We were fond of one another, 
and determined not to separate. I offered to pay the usual fines, but the 
other party would not accept of them," &c. Ac. 

At the conclusion of the narrative the author says, — 

** The above detail led to some questions from us, and we leamt that a 
woman, besides this plurality of husbands, may have as many cicisbeos, but 
with this proviso, that it must be with the consent of those to whom she is 
already contracted, — a consent which is not generally refused; but that a 
man can only be contracted to one woman. He may, however, be the ciciabeo 
of many." 



Page 48, line 28. 
" Our hero fotmd himself sprawling on hit hack in the bottom of the ravine.'* 

My brother, George Campbell, of the Bombay Civil Service, was the person 
who made this extraordinary escape from a tiger. The adventure is related 
exactly as it occurred — even to the last long shot at the tiger — with this one 
exception, that the tiger was not in the act of charging any one at the time 
the fatal bullet reached him. The wonderful escape of Old Lorimer is also a 
fact, although it occurred on a different occasion. 

Here are two similar instances of youthful rashness, selected from amongst 
many recorded in my brother's Journal : — 

'* Dummul, 26th September. — A tigress killed and completely devoured a 
buffalo which was tied last night in the same nullah where we killed the 
man-oater a few days ago. The unhappy brute, fastened as a bait, must have 
sold his life dearly, for the traces of a deadly struggle were manifest, and the 
neck appeared to have been dislocated, not, as usual, by the fatal wrench, but 
by repeated gripes. The long tusks of the tigress's jaw had left many a deep 
impression in her victim's throat, and the ground, torn by claws, and ploughed 
up by hoofs, showed that the fight must have been a long one. The tigress, 
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although completely gorged, passed the elephant, at the top of her speed, 
before the first rocket had ceased to smoulder in the coTert where she had 
been lying. A succession of roars, and that indescribable shrinking, as the 
ball hits, made us feel satisfied that she was wounded, although she continued 
her long lobbing gallop without showing any signs of weakness. A signal 
being made from a tree that she had lain up, we were soon at the spot, a Tory 
thick place on the side of the nullah. We could hear her growling inside of 
the bush, but from the howdah it was impossible to see her ; and when we 
found it in vain to attempt stirring her up, I dismounted, and, under cover of 
the elephant, peeped in. There she was, looking very sick, and disgorging 
large masses of undigested flesh mingled with her own blood. Her position 
preventing me from hitting either head or shoulder, I gave her both barrels 
in the back, and got under the elephant's trunk just in time, for she charged 
at me instantly. A rifle w&s now handed down from the howdah, and as the 
tigress lay watching me, with her head between her fore-paws, I took her 
betwixt the eyes, which shone like emeralds, and ' put out the light.' She 
died, without a struggle, in the same position." 

"Hungul, 24th December. — ^We have just returned from a very pretty day's 
sport, having killed a fine male tiger that held out for many hours before the 
coup-de-grace was administered. A labourer, in walking through a bed of 
chillies, came suddenly upon a tiger, crouching among them, and ran to our 
tents with the intelligence.'! — Here follows a long description of the hunt, 
during which the tiger was several times wounded, and at last laid up in a 
thick clump of reeds, on the edge of a small stream. — '' I now went up to 
finish him, having a double rifle in my hand, pistols in my belt, and a double gun 
carried by a Peon, who engaged to stand firm. The tiger commenced growling 
as we approached, and charged out, with a loud roar, when we were within 
about five yards. But the stream was between us, and he fell into the water 
sorely wounded, receiving both balls from my heavy rifle the instant he 
burst from the covert He tried to swim towards me, dyeing the water with 
his blood, and I was obliged to finish him with the pistols, my valiant follower 
having bolted with the spare gun. After a few desperate struggles to keep 
above water, he sank and disappeared. We got him out, and found that he 
had been hit by the first volley through the shoulder in two places, and close 
to the heart by another baU ; a fourth had hit him near the spine ; and there 
were two other wounds in bis hind quartern, besides the fatal shots which 
finished him — ^two in the chest, and one behind the ear." 

Heading of Chapter, page 62. 

" Deeb-Stalking and Ibkx Shootinq on the Nsilqhebbt Hills." 

The deer found on the Neilgherry Hills is the Samber, or black Rusa deer 
(CervuB Arittotelis). He is a noble animal, nearly as large as the elk, and 
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indeed is generally so called by European sportsmen in the Madras Presidency. 
I unfortunately neglected to make any memoranda of the size and weight of 
this animal, and can therefore only say, in a general way, that a full-grown 
stag stands about fourteen hands and a half — or five feet — ^at the shoulder, 
and weighs as much as a moderate-sized ox. 

A head now in my possession measures as follows : — 

Ft. In. 

Length of skull ^ ^k 

Breadth between eyes 6 

Circumference of the burr 11 

Circumference of horn above the brow antler . . 74 
Length from tip to burr along the curve . . .29 
Distance from tip to tip 2 7 

He is found all over Indiii, and in the jungles of the Low Country is said to 

grow to the height of sixteen hands. This I can believe to be the case, from 

the immense size of some heads I have seen, although I have never met with a 

specimen myself, either on the Hills or in the Low Country, that exceeded 

fourteen hands and a half in height. The horns are as large, in proportion to 

the size of the animal, as those of the common red deer, and are nearly of the 

same form, dififering only in this respect, that although they annually increase 

in size, they never acquire more than two antlers — the brow antler, and 

another near the top of the beam. The neck and shoulders of the male are 

covered with long shaggy hair, susceptible of being raised like the mane of 

the lion, which gives the animal a very grand appearance when excited. The 

suborbital sinus is very large, and both males and females have canine teeth 

in the upper jaw, like those of the horse. The stag is very strong and vicious, 

and stands resolutely at bay when wounded and unable to escape. The 

natives declare that he frequently attacks the bison, and that they have 

witnessed desperate encounters between them. At the time I visited the 

Neilgherry Hills in 1833, deer was so numerous, that they used to come into 

the gardens at night ; and in beating fur deer with a party of ten guns, I have 

killed as many as three, besides a wild boar to my own share, within a few 

miles of the cantonment 

Regarding the ibex, I find the following remarks in my Journal : — 

" The animal to which I have given the name of the ibex of the Neilgherries 

is, without doubt, either a variety of ibex, or wild goat, although the very 

inapplicable title of chamois has been bestowed upon it by Madras sportsmen ; 

and 1 am inclined to believe that it is a variety which has hitherto escaped 

the notice of naturalists. But this point I must leave to be decided by 

a better naturalist than myself. He is a large animal, with a short stout 

body, and stands very high in proportion to his length. The male animal, 
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from which my description is taken, measured as follows, immediately after 

death : — 

Ft. In. 

Height at the shoulder 4 

Length from point of nose to end of tail . ..66 

In figure he very much resembles the common goat of India ; but is much 
larger, and stouter in proportion to his height. His horns are evidently those 
of an ibex ; — the section of them forms a triangle, flat and smooth on the 
inside, the anterior angle acute, and the other sides rounded off, and marked 
with transverse wrinkles deep in front, and shaded off gradually towards the 
rear. The horns are nearly in contact at the base, and from hence they curve 
backwards, gradually diverging, till at the points they are about five inches 
apart. The length of the horn is ten inches. The nose is considerably 
arched, like that of a Highland ram. The general colour of the animal is a 
dark ashy grey above, and white below, with a dark line along the back. The 
eyes surrounded by a spot of fawn colour, and the cheeks, fore part of the 
fiice, and muzzle, are deep brown. The fore part of the legs is dark brown, 
and the hinder part white. There is a large callous spot on the knees, 
surrounded by a fringe of hair. The hoofs are large, coarse, and blunted — 
the hair short and thick, and of coarse texture, like that of the Indian goat ; 
and the male is furnished with a stiff, upright mane on the neck and 
shoulders. The smell of the animal is particularly strong and disagreeable, 
like that of an old buck goat They generally go in herds of eight or ten, 
and are only to be found amongst the wildest precipices, on the rocky 
summits of the Koondah range, or the precipitous ghats which overlook the 
Low Country. The strength and agility with which they bound from rock 
to rock is perfectly amazing in so large an animal. They are so exceedingly 
shy, that it requires the greatest skill and perseverance to get within shot of 
them, and their favourite haunts being almost inaccessible to the foot of man, 
the pursuit of them is attended with great dif&culty and fatigue, and even with 
danger, particularly if the hunter is so unfortunate as to be overtaken by a 
fog. The female differs from the male in having more slender horns, no 
mane, a finer head, and being without the brown marks on the fkce, 

" Now I can only find two animals to which this description will in any way 
apply, viz., 'the Caucasian ibex' and 'the beardless goat.' But in several 
particulars the ibex of the Neilgherries differs from either of them. 

** Let us first take the Caucasian ibex, as described in the enlarged English 
edition of Cuvier's "Animal Kingdom." He agrees with our animal in colour, 
in his genera] figure, in the form of his horns, and in his habits. But he 
differs greatly in size, being only about five feet long, and two feet eight inches 
high at the shoulder, whereas the ibex of the Neilgherries is six feet five 
inches in length, and stands four feet at the shoulder. The horns, also, 
although formed alike in both animab, do not exceed tm inches in the ibex 
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of the Neilgberriea, whereas in the CauoMiaa ibex — a much smaller animAl— 
they are described as being hoenty-eight inches in length. 

" The beardless goat is described as bearing a strong resemblance to the 
Caucasian ibex, and, in so far, agrees with the general description of our 
animal ; he has also got the ram-like head, and the mane on the neck. But 
he differs in having a dewlap, which is wanting in the ibex of the Neilgherries^ 
and in his colour, which is said to be variegated black and white irr^fulaHif 
McaUered. 

'* Whether these distingubhing marks entitle this animal to be classed as a 
new variety of ibex, is a question which I must leave for naturalists to decide 
In the meantime I consider myself justified in changing its name ftom. the 
' Ckamoia * to the Ibex of the Neilgherries.'* * 

Page d2, line 26. — ** ^nd thU with Kffcn haUt ikrov>gh his body /** 

This is no exaggeration. The incidents narrated in the text are taken, 
verhcUim, from a journal kept by my brother on the Neilgherry Hills. In my 
own journal I find an instance recorded of a stag receiving ten 1 oz. balls 
before he fell. Two, which he received at first, without even slacking his 
speed, passed clean through his body,' about the centre of the ribs. After 
this he ran about a mile, and laid up in a wooded ravine to which I tracked 
him, and again beat him up ; one ball broke a hind-leg, and another, entering 
above the rump, passed along the back-bone and came out near the shoulder. 
I lost him for about an hour, but again found him, and when he broke cover I 
planted two balls close behind the shoulder, but still he went av^ay strong. 
In the chase which followed I hit him twice in the body, and at last brought 
him down by a ball through the neck when in the act of leaping a rivulet. 
He however got upon bis legs again, and stood at bay in the water, when I 
was obliged to fire another ball into his head to finish him. I could quote 
a dozen similar instances of the extraordinary tenacity of life possessed by this 
animal. 

Page 63, line 13. — "Burgher village." 

In a former note I have given a description of the Todahs, the aborigines of 
the Hills. We must now take some notice of the Bui^hers, who, although a 
more numerous, and more wealthy, tribe than the Todahs, still look up to 
them with respect, as the acknowledged lords of the soil, and pay to them a 
small annual tribute for the land which they cultivate. The Todahs, on the 

* Since the publication of the first edition I have met with a specimen in the British 
Museum of an animnl, corresponding in appearance, in colour, and in the size and form of the 
horns, with the description here given of the ibex of the Neilgherries, and differing only in 
this particular, that it is clothed with long instead of short hair. I have heard Indian 
sportsmen describe the ibex of the Neilgherries as a species of wild goat with shaggy hair. 
Query. May not the specimen in the British Museum be the same animal in its winter coat? 
It is ticketed Jharal or Jehr Capra Jemlaica Nepal. 
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other hand, look upon the Burghers as an inferior race, calling them Marvs, 
or labourers. Thej call themselves (par excellence) men ; and the question — 
" Is that a Bui*gher or a Todah ? " would, with them^ be literally, Is that a 
labourer or a man ? 

I extract the following description of the Burghers from mj journal : — 
** The next class of people who inhabit the hills are the Burghers. They 
are an agricultural people, and although considerably more civilised than the 
Todahs — ^who are a purely pastoral tribe — ^they acknowledge them as superiorc, 
and pay to them a small annual tribute of grain for the lands which they 
cultivate. They are a people who have migrated to the Hills from the Low 
Country, from whence they say that their ancestors were driven by the 
oppression of their chiefs, about four hundred years ago. In size they do not 
exceed the natives of the Low Coimtry, and their personal appearance is very 
inferior to that of the Todahs. Their dress is formed of the same materials 
as that of the Todahs, but is less gracefully arranged, and the head is covered 
by a turban. The ground in the neighbourhood of their villages is always 
well cultivated, and I believe they raise a considerable quantity of grain. 
Their mode of salutation is for the inferior to apply the top of his head to the 
breast of his superior, who immediately raises it up with both hands ; — ^this 
has a very ridiculous efifect, and looks as if they were butting at each other. 
The men are allowed to have as many wives as they can afford to keep. The 
women have the power of divorcing their husbands at will, afber which they 
can marry again, and are allowed to repeat this as often as they choose. 
Their language is a corrupt dialect of Canarese. They bum their dead, but I 
am not aware what particidar ceremonies are made use of on the occasion." 

Page 72, line 11. — " It is a melancholy story.*' 
The tragical fate of the poor dog-boy, here narrated by Mansfield, is a &ct. 

Page 72, line 26. 
** In the midst of ow sport a large pamtJier sprang from the bushes.*'' 

I extract the following remarks upon the panther, or leopard of India, from 
a book of MS. notes by my brother : — 

" The panther, of which certainly two, and, in the opinion of some sporto- 
men, three varieties are found in India, is scarcely less formidable than the 
tiger. Its inferior strength is compensated by greater agility, and the extreme 
rapidity of its attack renders it, in my opinion, a still more dangerous animal 
to encounter on foot. Of the many fatal accidents which have come under 
my notice, as great a number was occasioned by panthers as by tigers. It is 
generally found in rocky ravines, or thickly wooded hills, and, from the 
nature of its haunts, as well as its skulking habits, till once brought to bay, is 
difficult to mark down, and to surround when tracked to its lair. The 
description already given of the system pursued in tiger shooting applies 
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equally to the hunting of this animaL Both are followed on elephants, or 
beat up and shot from trees. Panthers have, on several occasionB, heeaa. 
speared from horseback, but the serious accidents which have occurred, and 
which are always likely to occur in so very dangerous a sport, have prevented 
its becoming a general practice even amongst the most daring. 

" I cannot pretend to offer, what has puzzled the greatest naturalists to 
determine, viz., a definition of the distinction between those varieties of spotted 
cats, which have been indiscriminately designated panther and leopard. I 
shall merely remark, that I have compared different individuals, amongst 
which I observed variations of colour and size, which lead me to suppose thai 
they must belong to separate species. 

" Some nearly equalled a tigress in size. Of these the ground colour was a 
pale fulvous ; the spots, rose-shaped, were distinctly apart from each other 
over the sides, gradually amalgamating towards the back, down which they 
appeared to form a thickly stuJded line. Towards the shoulders the spots 
decreased in size, and imperceptibly changed their form, into small round 
dots, on the cheeks and fore-legs. This species is exceedingly fierce, and 
powerful enough to kill the largest cattle. It must have been one of these to 
which a correspondent of the ' Oriental Sporting Magazine ' alludes in the 
following words : — 

" * I killed a panther at Eirmar, in the Deccan, which measured upwards of 
nine feet, and a more savage and fearless animal I never saw : he charged, and 
struck down a villager who was close to me, and held him down, till I killed 
the brute upon him. The unfortunate man, although dreadfully torn and 
shaken as a dog would a rat, is still alive, but with the loss of an arm.' 

** The other variety which I noticed is much more common. In size it is at 
least a third smaller than the preceding, less strongly made, and less ferocious. 
Its prevailing colour is much darker, the ground being of a rufous tint. The 
rose-shaped spots, so close as to be almost united, are thickly studded over 
the whole body, except on the head and fore-legs, where, as in the preceding 
animal, they form small dots. Both are generally called panthers by 
European sportsmen, and cheetah by natives ; the hunting leopard (FelU 
Jubatci) being the only animal in India known by the appellation leopard. 

" So much has already been said of the tiger, that I shall conclude this 
article with the relation of an incident which occurred near the station where 
I resided. A panther having killed a bullock, was traced by a party of 
Shikarees into a garden. The men advanced cautiously, with their matchlocks 
loaded, and one of them was in the act of taking aim when the panther 
charged : he fired, and slightly wounded the animal, who instantly struck him 
down by a blow on the head, that killed him on the spot—and springing from 
the shoulders of one to another, without once touching the ground, lacerated 
three dreadfully, before they had time to raise their guns. He then crouched 
in a small bush, where he lay growling at the people, who were hesitating 
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how to act It was at last proposed, hj a daring young fellow, to fire a volley 
into the bush, and then run in upon him with their swords. To this proposal 
all assented, and advanced to within ten yards, blowing their matches. Out 
of six of their miserable weapons two only exploded, and they probably were 
harmless in their effect. The panther dashed out, as if thrown among them 
by the impetus of some projectile engine, and the nearest man was pulled 
down like a child in a giant's grasp. The swordsmen, assisted by some Peons, 
armed with spears, rushed to the rescue, and literally hewed the panther to 
pieces with their heavy sabres. But seven men were carried from the ground 
at the conclusion of the conflict ; of these, two never spoke again." 

Page 81, line 16. — " Charles and the Doctor retwmed to the road, dragging along ' 

their make in triwmph." 

This adventure with a snake was achieved by my brother and myself in our 
early griffi/nxige, in the Canara forest ; and in those unsophisticated days was 
looked upon by us as an exploit no ways inferior to Sir Guy's famous victory 
over the Dragon of Wantley. The incidents are narrated in the text exactly 
as they occurred, my brother having performed the part of Charles, and I that 
of the doctor. 

Heading of Chapter, page 84.—" BiSON SHOOTING." 

The great forest which extends along the western coast of the Peninsula of 
India being the only part of the world in which that rare animal, the Indian 
bison, has hitherto been found, and the extreme wildness of the animal, 
together with the unhealthy nature of the jungle which he inhabits, 
rendering the pursuit of him a work of considerable difficulty and even of 
danger, his name has not, till of late years, found its way into the pages of 
natural history ; and even now the animal is only known, by name, to the 
naturalists of Europe ; no perfect specimen having ever been brought to this 
country. 

The only account I can find of the animal is in the notes by Edward 
Griffiths and others, to the English edition of Cuvier's "Animal Kingdom," and 
here only two authorities are quoted ; the M^. du Mu8. d* Hist. Nat, vol. ix., 
in which this animal, under the name of Gku>ur, is absurdly described (upon 
the authority of some English sportsman, whose name is not given) as having 
the vertebra of the withers projecting externally; and Mr. D. Johnson's 
Sketches, &c., in which the following description of the animal is given. I 
quote the passage as it appears in Cuvier's "Animal Kingdom:" — 

" In Mr. D. Johnson's Sketches, &c., the gaour is described as a sort of wild 
bullock, of a prodigious size, residing in the Ramghur district, not well known 
to Europeans. That gentleman continues : — ' I have never obtained a sight 
of them, but have offcen seen the print of their feet, the impression of one of 
them covering as large a space as a common China plate. — According to the 
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aooount I received from a number of persons, they are much larger than the 
largest of our oxen ; are of a light brown colour, with short thick homs, and 
inhabit the thickest covers. Tbejkeep together m herdsy and a herd of them 
is always near the Luggo-hill ; they are also in the heavy jangles between 
Ramghur and Nogpoor. I saw the skin of one that had been killed by Bajah 
Fatty Narndn ; its exact size I do not recollect, but \ well remember that it 
astonished me, never having seen the skin of any animal so huge. Some 
gentlemen of Chittrah have tried all in their power to procure a calf without 
success. The Shikarea and villagers are so much afraid of these imitrn ^liy^ ^u^ 
they cannot be prevailed on to go near them, or to endeavour to catch any of 
their young. It is a prevailing opinion in the country, that if they are in the 
least molested, they will attack the persons disturbing them, and never quit 
them until they are destroyed ; and should they get into a tree, they will 
remain near it for many days.' ** 

This account is tolerably correct as far as it goes, but it is not sufficiently 
explicit. 

During five years which I spent in India^ I have more than once hn/i the 
good fortune to fall in with, and shoot the bison in his native haunts. — And 
although my knowledge of zoology is very limited, I trust that even the 
following undigested memoranda, noted down in my jungle encampment, may 
prove interesting to such of my readers as are more deeply versed than I am 
in that interesting study. 

" The Indian Bison, Oaour* or Jungle Koolgha (Bos Chmrus), is the largest 
known animal of the genus Bos. The following are the accurate dimensions 
of two specimens, male and female, which I have just killed. The measure- 
ments wore taken immediately after death, and without following the curve of 
the body. The length was taken with a tape, between two upright sticks^ one 
placed at the nose, and the other at the insertion of the tail ; the height v^as 
measured, in like manner, from the spurious hoof of the fore-leg to the top of 
the shoulder, the length of the foot being omitted, to allow for the diminution 
of the length of the limb, which would be occasioned by the weight of the 
animal when standing :— 

Height at the shoulder . 
Height to top of dorsal ridge . 
Length from nose to insertion of tail 
Girth of body behind shoulder 
Girth of fore-leg, above the knee 
Girth of neck .... 
Breadth of forehead .... 



Ft. 


In. 




Ft. In. 


Bull, 6 


1 


Cow, 


5 5 


6 


5 




6 10 


9 







8 6 


8 









2 


6 




2 


4 


3 






1 


H 







* The following remark upon the name Groour appears in Griffiths' notes to Cuvier's 
" Animal Kingdom :" — " This name of Gaour, or Ghau-ur, originating in Central India, shows 
how far the root ur, urns, is extended. Oaur, a giant; Ohaur-ur, the gigantic, ancient, 
mysterious, terrible ox." 
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" I had no means of weighing the animals, but judging £rom the weight of 
the bull's head, which was as much as two men could carry sltmg between 
them on a bamboo, it must be enormous. 

" The head is more square, and shorter in proportion than that of the 
common ox, and the nose, particularly in the male animal, is considerably 
arched, like that of a ram. The forehead is broad, the frontal bone slightly 
concave, and surmounted by a thick arched ridge of solid bone, which is 
sufficient of itself to distinguish the skull of the Indian bison from that of 
any other animal of the same genus. The horns turn slightly backwards, and 
upwards, with a sweep in continuation of the arched bony ridge. They are of 
a light gray colour, tipped with black, rather short, and exceedingly thick at 
the base. The forehead, above the eyes, is covered v^ith a thick coat of short 
close hair of a light dun colour, which, below the eyes, runs into a dark 
brown, approaching to black. The muzzle is large and full. Eye rather 
small, with a large pupil of a light blue colour, which gives the animal a very 
remarkable appearance. The tongue is extremely rough, and covered v(dth 
sharp papUlce, which turn backwards. The pallet, which is white, is also 
armed with papUke. The neck is short, thick, and heavy, and, in the male, is 
covered with large folds of skin. The skin on the neck, shoulders, and thighs, 
is nearly two inches thick, and is much prized by the natives for .the purpose 
of making shields. The dewlap is small in the male, and hardly perceptible 
in the female. The shoulder very deep and muscular. Chest broad. Fore- 
legs short, and the joints particularly strong. Fore-arm extremely large 
and muscular, but the leg, below the knee, fine like that of a deer. Hoofs 
small, black, and finely formed. Behind the neck, and immediately above the 
shoulder, rises a thick fleshy hump, like that of the Zebu, and from this 
commences the dorsal ridge, which forms the most striking feature in the 
appearance of this animal, and is a peculiarity which I have not remarked 
in any other. The ridge, which is about two inches thick, and of a firm 
gristly texture, is about six inches in height at its junction with the 
hump, and gradually diminishes to the height of three inches, at the 
point where it terminates abruptly, a little beyond the centre of the back. 
The hind quarters, as in the common bison, droop considerably, and the 
tail is short, the tuft of hair at the end not reaching below the hocks. 
The young animals are covered with a short thick coat of woolly hair, 
which becomes more scanty with age, and, in very old animals, the back 
and sides are nearly bare, showing a dark shining skin, like that of the 
buffalo. The colour of the animal is a dark cofifee brown, which becomes 
gradually lighter, till it terminates in an ochrey yellow, on the belly and 
inside the thigh. The legs below the knee, and the forehead above the 
eyes, are dirty white, or rather a light dun colour. The female differs 
from the male, in having the hump on the shoulder hardly perceptible, 
horns less robust^ finer and more graceful head, slender neck, hardly any 
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dewlap, and in the dorsal ridge extending lees fiir bade, not beyond the 
middle of the back. 

'' The bison inhabits the heavy forest jungle, along the whole line of the 
western coast of India. They generally go in herds of firom ten to fifteen, 
and are found in the morning and evening, in the small open glades of the 
forest, where they feed during the night, on the rich grass and tender shoots 
of the bamboo, which spring up in these spots after the monsoon. They 
retire for shelter, during the heat of the day, to the thickest recesses of the 
forest, where it is very difficult to find them. The native hunters say that 
the cow goes nine months with yoimg, and drops her calf in Novemb^, for 
which purpose she retires to the more open jungles, on the outskirts of the 
forest, to the eastward. In the month of May the old btdls are generally 
found solitary. 

** The bison is naturally a fierce animal, and particularly so when wounded. 
If not brought down or disabled by the first shot, he almost invariably 
charges, and I have known instances of his being the first to commence 
hostilities. They ore much dreaded by native hunters, more so even than the 
tiger — indeed there are few, except the Seedees, who will venture to attack 
them on foot ; and I have met with many who refused even to act as guides 
in those parts of the forest which they frequent." 

The description of bison shooting, in the body of the work, gives a correct 
idea of that sport. The incidents are narrated exactly as they occurred to 
myself, with this exception, that, having no companion but the Jemmadar, 
I was obliged to finish the bull without assistance. 

Page 86, line 9. — " He is a Seedee.** 

A wild race, who inhabit the jungles on the western coasts of India, are 
called Seedees. They ai*e evidently of African origin, and are said to be 
descendants of African slaves, who fled from the early Portuguese settlers 
at Goa, and took refuge in the jungles. They are fine bold fellows, and 
the only Shikarees I have met with who care to attack the bison. 

Page 86, line 29. 
" A How me to introduce my friend Kamah, the Jemmadar J* 

The following extract from my brother's journal gives a good description 

of the old savage as he appeared in his holiday garments, on my first 

introduction to him at Dharwar : — 

" Dharwar, May 1831. 

"Old Kamah showed his grinning visage in camp yesterday, looking as 
much out of his element in the open country, as one of bis bison would 
be, were he removed from the forest, and turned loose in the black plain. 
His long woolly hair fluttering behind his ears, from beneath the greasy 
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skullcap that covered the frizzled mass ; the sharp eye, keen as a ialcon*s^-oDe 
redeeming point in his African features; the independent manner; the 
springy step, lean wiry figure, and national costume of a spare langouteCf and 
ample blanket thrown across his shoulders; the long black matchlock, and 
well worn creage, marked old Eamahf the Jemmadar and bloodhound of the 

forest. He was actually, from instinct, following up the trail of R *s tame 

deer, as he entered the compound; and could not resist giving his wild 
* Whooh ! ' like the cry of a homed owl, as it cantered past him. The old 
savage had come in as usual, with accounts of game swarming in the forest^ 
and a lament that brandy was not to be had at Dandilly. His eloquence 
always overpowers me, for the very sight of his sporting visage recalls scenes 
of bison glancing through the green bamboos ; samber, with their noble 
antlers, clearing their path through the interwoven jungle ; the graceful axis 
wandering in painted herds, along the banks of the Black River; and 
recollections of the many happy hours spent in their pursuit, amidst the 
eternal forests of Canara. Well did he know his powers of seduction ; and 
the production of a pair of gigantic horns, the trophies of his last successful 
shot, settled the matter at once. I gave him a bottle of brandy to comfort 
him by the way, on his return, and promised to meet him at Dandilly." 

Page 93, line 82. 
" The ball had flattened against the massive sTcvXl of the animal^ 

The skull of the bison is folly two inches thick, and I have known several 
instances of the bullet flattening upon it, although, as a general rule, one may 
calculate upon a well-directed shot in the forehead proving mortal. I once 
lost a bison after having planted an ounce ball directly between his eyes, 
when in the act of charging. He dropped, apparently dead, with a stream of 
blood pouring down his nose ; but before I could reload, he had recovered 
himself, and made off. I tracked him for some miles by the blood, but never 
saw him again. 

Page 96, Heading of Chapter. — " BeaB SHOOTING.'' 

The black bear of India {Ursua LahuUus) is frequently described as a 
harmless animal — but this is a mistake; for although he feeds principally 
upon roots and insects, yet, from mere wantonness, he frequently becomes a 
most savage and dangerous animal, seizing his victim generally by the head, 
and inflicting wounds which seldom require the surgeon's aid. My brother 
shot one which had inhabited the same cave for many years, and was the 
terror of a tribe of shepherds who fed their flocks on the hills near his haunts. 
During the month previous to his death he had killed three men, besides 
attacking and wounding several others. 

On the march from Belgaum to Dharwar, my brother and I sent on our 
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•p^re bones a stage during the night. Thiej were aliased bj bears, the 
honekeepen wounded, and one of the hones ao sererdy mjured, that his life 
wsA despaired of for many dajs. 

Ehirin? mj residence on the Neilgherrj HUls, a boater, in driTii^ the woods 
for deer, was attacked bv a bear, and killed on the spot, his chest beii^ torn 
open so as to expose the longs. 

The folio wing extract from an old Bombay Sporting Mmg^^mne describes an 
enconnter with a bear which occurred during the time I was in India. I met 
the hero of the tale shortly afterwards, when his wounds were still greea ; 
and can vouch for it that plajing ** rough and tumble * with a bear is no 
child's play ; his arms, from wrist to shoulder, were gnawed aknost to a jelly; 
and had he not been a man of eniMrmous muscular power, the bones must hsTS 
been crushed to pieces. 

" Major R , an officer in the Madras serrioe, who was lately staticHied 

here, had gone out to a jungle at some distance frt>m the cantcmments, to look 
for a bear, of which there are great numbers in this noghbourhood. I may 
here mention, that those which have been killed here haye always been found 
unusually large and savage, and in several instances have commenced the 
attack without being previously molested. After beating a nullah for some 
time without success, he was suddenly attacked by an enormous bear, which 
rushed from a thick patch of jungle a few paces from him. 

" He had just time to raise his rifle and to fire, before the bear was aboard 
of him ; he missed, the beaters bolted, and the only resistance he could make 
was to charge ^-ith the muzzle of his rifle against the bear*s breast as he reared 
at him. This he did with so much force as to wrench up the elevation rib 
from the barrels (it was a double-barrelled rifle), and a quantity of the 
animars liair was afterwards found sticking to it. The bear directly seized him 
by the arm, and he was left without bottle-holder, or second, to mill a brute, who 
was not likely to fight fair, at least according to the rules of modem pugilism. 

" The major is a man of immense strength, and hits with the impetus of a 
sledge-hammer : with one hand he battered bruin between the eyes, and with 
his feet kept up a most vigorous cannonade against his bread-basket. The 
bear constantly shifted his hold from one arm to the other; but the iron 
knuckles of his antagonist prevented him from retaining his gripe long 
enough to break the bones, and at last both fell together, bruin uppermost 
The gallant resistance which the major had hitherto made was now getting 
more feeble ; he felt the hot breath of the bear blowing on his face, as his 
gray muzzle was thrust forward endeavouring to seize him by the head, which 
he defended as well as he could by repeated blows on the brute's nose. In 
the scuffle they had both rolled to the edge of the i-avine, and the final act of 
the tragedy seemed approaching, when the major gathered himself up for one 
last effort, hit right and left at his friend's head, and at the some moment 
drawing his knees to his chin, kicked out with such strength, that he fairly 
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canted the bear into the nullah, and had the satisfaction of seeing him roll to 
the bottom. Upon rising and shaking himself, after so extraordinary an 

engagement, Major R found that he had escaped with much less damage 

than he expected : his arms were terribly torn, but he was able to walk 
some distance to his palanquin, and is now perfectly recovered. 

"As to bruin, although the cross buttock which decided the day might 
have been rather a rough one, I do not suppose that he suffered much, at least 
he was never more seen or heard of. 

" Extraordinary, and almost incredible, as the above statement may appear, 
there is not the slightest doubt of its truth : it certainly sounds like a 
traveller's tale, but I pledge myself for the veracity of the principal facts, 
although, perhaps, I may not be perfectly correct in some of the minor 

particulars. I feel that an apology is due to Major R for publishing this 

account without his permission ; but it ought to be made public, if it be only 
to show that a good heart and strong arm may save a man's life when a double- 
barrelled rifle has failed." 

I could adduce many other instances of ferocity to prove the accusation 
I have made against the bear of India, but I think the above will be suf&cient 
to justify me in bringing in a verdict of guilty against him. 

Page 118, Heading of Chapter. — "A Wet Night UNDEB CanVASS." 

This chapter is a presumptuous attempt, on my part, to give an idea of one 
of the grandest sights in nature — ^the breaking out of the north-west monsoon 
among the Western Ghauts of India. I have often witnessed it, and it has each 
time impressed me with renewed feelings of wonder and admiration. A good 
explanation of the causes of this phenomenon will be found in the 
" EncyclopsBdia Britannica," under the head " Meteorology." 

Page 119, line 7. — " Bushing the terU-pegs."* 

This operation is performed, on the approach of heavy rain, by digging a 
hole near the tent-peg, and burying in it a bunch of brushwood, which is 
fastened to the peg. This not only helps to secure the peg by its own 
resistance, but acts as a sort of drain, and prevents the water from saturating 
the ground, so as to make the pegs draw. 

Page 126, line 7. — '* Riding down a Wolf and an Antelope.** 

These two extraordinary feats were performed, exactly as described, by my 
brother, George Campbell, of the Bombay Civil Service. I never knew another 
Instance of an antelope having been fairly ridden down ; and, previous to his 
having done so, the thing was considered impossible. I have beard of one or 
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two other instances of a wolf haying heen speared from horseback, but only 
after he had gorged himself with food. 

Page 188, line 28. 

" CharU$, who vat the latt of the pa)iy, happened to tpy the hecui and anUen 

of a nolle spotted buck" 

The spotted deer of India (Cervue Axis) nearly resembles the fiJlow deer, 
but is distinguished from it by having round horns, without the terminal palm. 
One antler arises at the base, which points forwards, and another half way up 
the beam, on the internal side, which tarns to the rear. The suborbital sinus 
is small, and the canines wanting. They go in herds of fifteen or twenty, 
three or four of which are generally bucks. They pass the greater part <^ 
the day in sleep, when it is difficult to find them ; but in the morning and 
evening they may be found in great numbers in the open glades of the 
forest, and among the long grass on the banks of rivers. They are extremely 
shy, and when once disturbed, it is hardly possible to get a seooi^d shot at 
them. A four year old buck weighs about 178 lb. 

Page 153, line 12. — *' The Doctor* 8 body was free from wotmds.** 

This extraordinary adventure with a wild elephant occurred in the forests 
of the Coimbatoor district, at the time I was upon the Neilgberry Hills. 
The person who made so narrow an escape was a gentleman of high rank 
in the Compauy's Civil Sei*vice. I have narrated the facts exactly as they 
were told to me, by an eye-witness, a few days after they occurred. 

Page 162, line 31.—" The Banshee.** 

A female spirit, peculiar to the highlands of Scotland, and to Ireland. 
She attaches herself to particular families, and is heard wailing and lamenting 
round the house, previous to the death of any of its members. 

Page 174, line 10. — " Cowrie Baskets.** 

Circular baskets, covered with oilcloth, in which provisions, &c., are carried 
on a march. One is suspended from each end of an elastic slip of bamboo 
which the beai*or balances across his shoulder. 

Page 183, Heading of Chapter. — " BoAR HUNTING." 

The following remarks upon this noble sport are taken from a book of MS. 
notes by my brother, who was one of the best riders in the Deccan, and 
has seen as much of hog-hunting as any man in India. 
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''If excitement be the test by which to estimate the comparative merits 
of any sporty hog-hunting must rank before every other. Try it by another 
standard, its universal popularity, the enthusiasm of its followers, and the 
preference given to it in a country where the tiger even is less noticed 
than the boar, and it must be granted that there is some peculiar fascination 
in this noble sport. Men who have followed hounds at home, and shared in 
all the field-sports of Europe and Asia, talk of it with rapture ; and such a 
scene of animation, of generous rivalry, and true sporting feeling, as is 
exhibited at the great hunting meetings, surpasses anything I have ever met 
with elsewhere. One word in explanation of rivalry, lest I should mislead. 
Sailing a boar is quite a secondary consideration to taking the first spear. 
This is the powerful incentive which causes the keen excitement of hog- 
hunting, while men are struggling, as if for life or death, to draw first blood. 
There must be an antagonist to conquer as well as a boar to overcome, and 
ft true sportsman would scarcely value the fastest run, ending in a brilliant 
death, without an opponent to ride against him for the spear of honour. The 
Eiightest touch that stains his blade with one crimson drop is enough. He is 
said to have killed the hog ; and the others who assist in despatching him, 
even he who gives the death-blow to a furious boar at bay, claim no share in 
the honour which belongs exclusively to him who first drew blood. The 
influence of this feeling makes men ride with desperation beyond what the 
best contested steeple-chase, or the hardest struggle for the lead with hounds, 
generally exhibits. 

"Those who have never seen a wild boar could hardly credit his speed. 
Upon a dead plain, like a race-course, a fast Arab cannot overtake a lanky, 
outlying boar, with a start of fifty yards, in less than half a mile. Conceive, 
then, what such an animal can do across a country cut up by deep ravines, 
many not practicable except by an in and out jump. These the boar can cross 
much quicker than the cleverest horse can follow ; and his bottom is so great, 
that unless you can press him hard enough to blow him, he will run for ever. 
Hog are generally found in the worst part of a difficult country, and they 
invariably select a line abounding in obstructions. Nullahs with blind 
banks, steep rocky descents, thorny jungles, which nearly tear the rider from 
his horse, and frequently nail his boots to his legs, are the usual variations 
of ground, which, even in its best parts, frequently resembles a plate covered 
with walnut shells. Over this coimtry the game little Arab is pressed at his 
utmost speed, spurs clashing to get one more stride out of him — no holding 
— no craning — you may throw him down, but you must go your best, be the 
ground what it may. When the boar is overtaken, after a long run, then 
eomes the thrilling moment, if a man worth beating is at your haunches. The 
spear is perhaps quivering within an inch of the mark, and every nerve is 
strained to gain that inch, although, perhaps, yom* good honest horse has done 
his best, and answers only by a groan to every stroke of the spur. Yom* rival 
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in comiiii* up — hi» horse's head reaches your knee — ^he creeps, nearer, neirer 

—every thouf^ht in absorbe<l in one whirling maddening feeling, the thirst of 

conqncst. The two foaming Arabs are neck and neck, panting with fetigoe, 

yet Ktill Ftmcn^ling with the same spirit of rivalry as their riders. — ^Pirst one 

head is in front — then another — Oh, for one yard more, and the deed were 

done !— Spears are lengthened to their utmost stretdli — a blade disappears, is 

witlidrawn, dimmo<l with blood — and the spear is won ! — ^If a boar is reached 

before he gets blown, ho turns with great rapidity as soon as the leading horse 

is within a few paces of him. throwing him out, and making him lose much 

ground, even wlien well in hand, and turning readily. The second man tiien 

prei>artid to make his ruflh frequently takes the spear; but it sometimes 

happens that half-a-dozen riders are thus balked, in succession, by a speedy 

hog, before the contest ends. By this time, being usually too much blown 

to run farther, the boar stands at bay, and charges every one who approaches. 

— It is at this period of the chase that horses are apt to get ripped, without 

good management. Going slowly at the boar is very dangerous ; for not onl;^ 

may a miss occasion an accident, but even if you spear him through the bodj 

he can run up the shaft, and tear the horse's entrails out. But with a steady 

bold horse, you have no right to expose him to any great danger. Gk> at the 

boar, nt a smart gallop, and, as he meets you, strike straight down, while he is 

under your right stirrup, and whetlier you kill him dead or not, your speed 

will generally save you by wheeling off at the moment of delivering the spear. 

** Fox-hunting and hog-hunting have often been compared. I never could 

trace tlie resemblance. Can you compare a sport where you hunt and kill 

your game without the assistance of dogs to one in which they do both ? Can 

you compare the wild mad struggle for a mile or two, at the utmost pace of 

a fiery Arab, to the steady gallop of an hour or more, with fox-hounds? — 

Can you compare the cha=!e of a boar, an animal that has frequently been 

known to kill a tiger, that stands at bay as soon as he gets blown, that fights 

to the last gasp, and displays more ferocity in his charge, and more determined 

courage in hia last moments, than any other animal I have ever encountered, 

with that of the fox, which runs perhaps for twenty miles, and then dies, a poor 

broken-hearted devil, torn to pieces by a hundred jaws? — No, No ! the sports 

are totally different, and require very different qualities both in man and 

horse. The hog-hunter of the Deccan would be as much out of his element 

at Melton, as Dick Christian would find himself on the Poonah Hills, with a 

gray boar in front, rattling down one of the steep ravines, and a dozen men of 

the right sort laying into him at a killing pace, over groimd where an English 

hunter would knock himself to pieces. 

" The favourite covers for hog are fields of sugar-cane, bauble jungles, date 
groves, and ravines upon the sides of hills. Those which feed on sugar-cane 
become too fat to run far ; but the boars are extremely savage, always charging 
as soon as they are blown, whilst some refuse to run at all, standing at bay 
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as soon as they are driven^ into the plain. The best hog, for speed and 
bottom, are those found on the hills ; they are always in good wind from the 
distance they have to go daily in quest of food, and although hardly so pugna- 
cious as their fat brethren of the plain^ they afford better sport than any others. 
Hog are found nearly in the same way as tigers, by marking them down 
as they return from feeding, or by following up their trail to the cover 
where they repose during the day. They are very numerous in some parts 
of the country, and do extensive mischief to the grain, from which the 
natives are imable to drive them without the assistance of large parties. 
A himdred and fifty hog have been killed at one meeting, which lasted for 
twelve days." 

The following rather absurd adventure in hog-hunting is extracted from 
an old Bombay Sporting Magazine : — 

" I can't say with what satisfaction I mounted my horse on the 21st, on my 
way to the sugar-canes, close at hand, on a dead plain of red soil. We had 
now lost all trace of thorns, the sight of which had become at last almost 
more painful than the touch : a report of six fine hogs had been brought in 
before breakfast, and seldom as it happens that a native's information does 
not exceed the truth, the reverse was the case to-day. We turned out seven, 
one after another, with just sufficient intervals to allow of change of horses 
and that indispenable meal, a tiffin. The first six, all fine hogs, were disposed 
of in first-rate style, being each well contested by the whole six, and run 
into in racing time ; but the seventh chase had a feature in it that I never 
before witnessed, and in all probability never shall again. About four in the 
afternoon a fine sow broke from the last of the sugar canes, in most beautiful 
style, going through the enclosures in a manner that would make the dullest 
man's heart leap within him : stopping for a short time in a high grain field, 
she again * broke,' going away at a rattling pace, scattering the onions and 
carrots, much to the discomfiture of some half dozen open-mouthed, half-naked 
coonbees. On she went, flooring everything in her course, till a thick and 
high milk-bush hedge in front threatened to dispute her passage: but who ever 
yet saw a hog stopped by anything short of mortar and brick 1 Nor did the 
hedge prove a momentary hindrance : — had itdone so, it would have been nuts 
for piggy, for immediately behind it was a large well, on either side of 
which were motes, bullocks and men. To turn from the danger was impossible ; 
80 great was her pace, it came to a leap, which proved a foot too much, and in 
she went, whop ! and now came a scene which may be imagined, certainly not 
told. The bullocks were immediately loosed, and after useless endeavours to 
get the pig into the mote, the plan was given up, and nooses let down. The 
time that elapsed before she was finally hooked was more than we thought she 
could possibly have held out ; but still she swam, and we at last succeeded in 
getting a second rope secured with a slip-knot round her belly ; now came 
the rub how to get her again on dry land. Whether we went the right way 
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aboat it, may be doubtfiil, but we set to work at hoA, ndes of the well, 
pulling the two ropes in different directions, till piggy was fidrly hoisted 
np in the air some three feet above the lerel of ihe well; still wi^out 
erer thinking of the consequence, we oontinaed pulling in difEsrent dizee- 
tions. It was dear the hog most hare been divided into two parts, had 
ererything held ; but at this moment one of the ropes broke, and piggy swang 
over to the opposite side, another rope was without loss of time secured to 
one hind-leg, and she got once more her fore-legs oo terra firma. All was not 
however yet clear, for the peons and coonbees who had been pulling at the 
rope which was still round her had wisely taken into consideration, that wheat 
she did get loose, which must have happened in a few minutes, they of course 
stood a good chance of becoming hog's food ; a predicament not at all in 
their line : so that when everything appeared to us ready for a starts we 
found the rope tied last to a tree, and our nigger Mends legging like two-year 
olds through the onions. To undo the knot was impossible : at last it was 
cut, and to our astonishment the pig, instead of bolting, began to turn round 
and round in whirligig foahion at a furious rate, squeaking most deter- 
minedly. We, except one who had still hold of the rope round her leg^ were 
sitting on our horses, laughing enough to kill ourselves^ ^dien suddenly the 
slip-knot, which up to this time was awfully tig^t round her belly — and 
which I suppose must have been the cause of tiie whirligig frolic — became 
loose, and piggy got a sight of us on the full grin. Piqued no doubt at 
such untimely mirth, she instantly charged the nearest of the merry, but my 
friend had still hold of her leg, and succeeded at first in stopping her. Pull 
devil, pull baker, followed for some seconds, when, in spite of his strength 
(no trifle) she made good a charge at the rider on the nearest horse : his spear 
missed, and the next instant her snout struck his leg with such violence that 
he was all but unhorsed, and so much injured that he could scarce put 
his leg to the saddle. It was now high time to let go the rope, which was 
scarcely done when she dashed back for the onions, and regularly followed the 
first man on horseback she met, turning like a dog with him, and finally 
charging from behind right on to him, in spite of being speared in the 
attempt : it took the joint efforts of the rest to again run up to and finally 
despatch her, within a few yards of a sugar-cane, which was not however 
accomplished without her having severely bitten one horse and made several 
shrewd attempts to disable another; nor ^d she give in till spears from all 
sides stuck in her like porcupine's quills, dying without a word, in the gamest 
way we had witnessed during the meeting." 



Page 190, line 10. — " Now for the spear of honovrJ* 

1 have already, in the preceding note, sufficiently explained what is meant 
by the spear of honour. The following extract from my brother's Sporting 
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Journal affords a curious instance of taking a spear cleveriy. After describing 
the first part of the run, he thus continues : 

"By the time we had forded the nullah, the boar was a full mile ahead, 
making strong running for a distant cover, across a coimtry admirably 
adapted for showing the difference between a real hunter and] a thing to 
canter on a parade ground. The nullahs were so numerous, that an in and out 
jump occurred at every hundred yards, and it required most determined 
cramming to keep the boar in sight at all. The pace was beginning to tell. 

S pulled up lame. R 's long-legged dragoon, from not being quick 

enough in getting over the nullahs, was a long way behind. And the boar 
was champing his foaming tusks with very little nmning left in him, when I 
came up, after a gallop of four miles. He tried to throw me out by practising 
some of his cunning tricks in a ravine, and I feared now that chance might 

lose me the spear, for R was coming up, hand over hand, whilst we were 

playing at hide and seek. However, I caught him at last, by cutting off his 
retreat to the bank, and he stood at bay. Challenger, now pretty well blown, 
poked out his little sturdy fore-legs, refusing to move an inch, whilst the 
boar, with his back to a bush, planted himself directly in front, gnashing his 

tusks, and twinkling his fiery gray eye, just out of reach. R was spuiring 

up his sinking horse close behind. I ^all lose the spear, after all, from the 
brute's obstinacy. There was just a. chance remaining. Reaching over my 
horse's neck I made a long stretch, and succeeded in pricking the boar's snout. 
On he came like lightning. I threw myself back, reversed my spear, and 
just as he was under my right stirrup, a straight joby between the shoulder- 
blades sent him down with a stream of blood and foam gashing from his 
mouth. 

" * Just in time ! * cried R y as he galloped up — * I thought I might have 

had it yet.'" 

Page 204, Heading of Chapter. — " The Man-EATER." 

The tenn man-eater is applied to those tigers, which, deserting their usual 
haunts in the jungle, frequent the neighbourhood of villages, and prey 
chiefly on men. They are almost invariably foimd to be old animals, and 
generally females. They are usually very cunning and cowardly. 

The following remarks upon the tiger, written by my brother, may prove 
interesting : 

" It was my lot to be stationed, for several years, in a remote part of our 
Indian possessions, adjoining the Mysore frontier, and in the immediate 
vicinity of the great chain of Western Ghauts. In the pathless thickets of 
their eternal forests, untrodden by the foot of man, the tigress reared her 
young, and wandered, with her savage partner, into the smaller jungles of the 
plain, proving a scourge that drove every feeling of security from the humble 
dwellings of the wretched inhabitants. 
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" In such a country, inhabited by the poorest classes, living in small villages 
surrounded by jungle, and forced to seek their subsistence amongst the tiger's 
haunts, numerous casualties, of course, occurred, and I had frequent oppor- 
tunities of studying the habits, and witnessing the ravages of this formidable 
animal. Some idea may be formed of the havoc committed by tigers, when 
I mention, from returns made to government, that, in one district, three 
hundred men^ and five thotuand head of cattle toere destroyed during three yeart. 

"Whilst confined to the forest, the tiger is comparatively harmless. 
There, feeding principally on deer, he rarely encounters man, and when the 
solitary hunter does meet the grim tyrant of the woods, instinctive fear of 
the human race makes the striped monster avoid him. But in the open 
country he becomes dangerous. Pressed by hunger, he seeks his prey in 
the neighbourhood of vUli^es, and carries off cattle before the herdsman's 
eyes. Still he rarely ventures to attack man, unless provoked, or urged to 
desperation. But under whatever circumstances, human blood is once tasted, 
the spell of fear is for ever broken ; the tiger's nature is changed ; he deserts 
the jungle, and haunts the very doors of his victims. Cattle pass unheeded, 
but their driver is carried off; and from that time the tiger becomes a 
man-eater. 

" A notorious old tigress, which I assisted in killing some years ago, used 
to lie in wait near the ford of a rivulet, daily crossed by travellers, and after 
carrying off several mail-bearers, she became so dreaded, that the road 
which passed her haunts was deserted. For years she had frequented the 
same covert ; repeated attempts had been made to destroy her ; she had been 
caught in nets, and pit-falls, but always escaped ; and, at last, she became 
so cunning as to baffle the most experienced hunters of the district. In the 
course of a tour through the province, accompanied by a friend, we encamped 
close to the scene of her depredations. Our Shikarees, always on the look- 
out for information of tigers, heard of her, and most fortunately hit upon her 
trail next morning. It was followed up, into a small, but impenetrable clump 
of brushwood on the banks of the rivulet, which was surrounded so effectually 
as to render escape impossible, till our elephant arrived. He was a veiy 
good one, and beat the thicket, inch by inch, wherever it was practicable ; 
wading through masses of interwoven creepers, and tearing down trees which 
opposed his progress, without once hearing a gi'owl, or observing a symptom 
of our game. Finding that we could not thus dislodge her, the elephant was 
withdrawn, and showers of rockets and other combustibles, were thrown 
into the covert, whilst we posted ourselves on a tree, which commanded a view 
of the whole clump. It was soon in a blaze, and when the whole had become 
one vast sheet of flame, the heat grew so intolerable that we were obliged 
to abandon our post. My friend had already reached the ground, and I was 
in the act of dropping from a branch, when the tigress burst from the midst 
of the flames, lashing her sides with her tail, and roaring furiously. We 
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fired, and broke her leg by a rifle-balL Fortunately she did not charge, for 
we were both completely in her power. She appeared stupified by the smoke, 
and crept into a date bush, where she lay concealed till we remounted the 
elephant. "We found her lying like a hare in its form, in which position she 
received several shots, without making the slightest show of resistance. 
Nothing would induce her to charge, and, after skulking from one extremity 
of the thicket to the other, the fatal shot was at last administered. This 
tigress evinced, both in appearance and disposition, all the marks of a true 
man-eater. Her skull bore the traces of great age, the sutures being unusually 
closed, and the teeth worn nearly to stumps. She was not much larger than 
a panther ; her fur was mangy ; and her lean gaunt figure seemed diseased by 
the human flesh on which she fed. 

** I recollect another instance of a man-eater obstinately remaining in a 
small patch of jungle till it was burnt down around him. We could see 
him, completely exposed, sitting on his haunches, surrounded by fire ; his 
hoarse roar rising above the fierce crackling of the flames ; his glaiing eyeballs 
rolling from side to side, watching the rockets which fell thick around him ; 
his natural size magnified in the intense glare of light ; and his brilliant 
colours glowing with unnatural brightness. At last the heat became intolerable : 
the flames scorched him. Uttering a roar that startled even the old Shikaree 
who stood beside me, he sprang, with one tremendous bound, over the blazing 
barrier, and dropped dead the instant he alighted. In both these cases rockets 
were used unsparingly, without forcing the tiger to quit his strong-hold. But, 
in general, fireworks prove most effectual in beating up tigers, and the 
strongest covers may thus be driven, without exposing the beaters to any 
danger. 

"To give an idea of the muscular strength possessed by a tiger, I shall 
mention two remarkable instances, from among many that have come under 
my observation. A bullock was killed by a tiger near our encampment, on 
the banks of the Tumboodra, in a field enclosed by a hedge of prickly pear, 
about six feet high. The carcase, still warm, was observed by some persons, 
who brought intelligence to the tpnts. On going to the spot we found the 
carcase of the bullock, partly devoured, on the outside of the hedge ; not a 
branch was ruffled, and the only clue to account for its removal were the 
deeply impressed footprints of a large tiger, where he must have sprung over 
the barrier with his prey in his jaws. The impossibility of the bullock having 
been carried there in any other way, alone conviced us, otherwise we could not 
have believed that an animal weighing under 6001b. could have exerted 
such prodigious strength. I have weighed many tigers, and found that full- 
grown males attained the weight of 5001b. ; larger specimens might probably 
be found, but I should think that none exceeded 6001b. Any one who has 
studied the anatomical stnicture of the tiger, would, however, more readily 
believe the power he can exert. The fore-leg is the most beautiful piece of 
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mechanism conceivable, measuring upwards of two feet in circumference, and 
displaying a mass of sinew aud muscle to be found only in that most formid- 
able weapon of the most agile and destructive of all animals. His jaws, neck, 
and shoulders evince corresponding strength ; and if it be considered that 
the cattle of India are, in general, less heavy than a tiger^ this extraordinary 
feat appears less impossible. 

" The other instance to which I alluded was the following ; — ^Four very fine 
large oxen, harnessed in the same team, were destroyed by a tiger, while their 
owner was driving them in the plough. He described their death as the work 
of a few seconds. When in the act of turning his cattle, at the end of a 
furrow, a .tiger sprang from some bushes on the leading bullock, broke his 
neck by a single wrench, and before the other tenified animals could disen- 
gage themselves all were overcome in the same manner. Their owner fled to 
a tree, from whence he saw the monster finish his work of death, and then 
trot back to the jungle, without touching the bodies, as if he had done it 
from mere love of slaughter, and not to satisfy the cravings of hunger. I 
saw the bullocks immediately after they had been killed ; one of them had 
been thrown backwards with such force, that his horns were driven a consider- 
able depth into the ground.' 

" It is a common opinion, and as a general rule correct, that tigers in their 
wild state, devour only what they have killed. But there are exceptions. A 
Peon, in my employment, who was watching a jungle, at day-break, observed 
a tigress, with four cubs, feeding upon a buffalo which had died of disease 
on the preceding day. We killed the tigress some hours afterwards, and saw 
from the buffalo's torn remains that the man's account was correct. Still 
more unusual was a circumstance which occurred in Kandeesh. An officer 
stationed there having shot a tigress from his elephant, sent out people, on 
his return to camp, to bring home the spoils. To his astonishment they came 
back declaring that the tigress was still alive, and that she had charged them 
as soon as they came in sight. So incredible a story was laughed at ; but to 
satisfy the people the gentleman returned, with an elephant to the spot, and 
was amazed to find a second tiger greedily devouring the body of the first. 
This one also was shot, after a desperate resistance. 

** All the cat tribe are remarkable for their tenacity of life, and this alone 
is sufficient to render tiger-shooting on foot a most hazardous attempt. 
Allowing that a man has sufficient confidence in his own nerve to permit a 
tiger to approach quite close, in the certainty of hittiog him between the eyes, 
he is still far from safe. Any old sportsman can assure him that a ball through 
the head is not certain to stop a tiger. I have myself, seen two run a consi- 
derable distance, and even charge an elephant, after receiving a ball in the 
forehead. 

" Fatal accidents too often occur from men heedlessly approaching a fallen 
tiger. A Madras sepoy was killed some years ago, whilst measuring a tiger 
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whicli had just dropped apparently dead. The expiring brute struck at him, 
and fractured his skull by one blow of his tremendous paw. And it is 
only a few months back that an of&cer of a native regiment was struck dead 
by a dying tiger under precisely similar circumstances. I recollect another 
instance of a poor fellow who was rendered a cripple for life in the same 
way. 

" It is a curious fact that tigers never attempt to climb, although their 
form appears peculiarly adapted for doing so. Their great weight may perhaps 
prevent them ; but, more probably, the nature of the animals on which they 
prey precluding the necessity of resorting to this means for seizing them, they 
do not employ the power which they possess. One Shikaree, whom I knew, 
was pulled down from a tree by a tigress, and killed ; but he was not at a 
sufficient height from the ground to require any great exertion to reach him ; 
and I believe, that had he been two feet higher, he would have been quite 
safe. 

" I have frequently shot very savage tigers from trees, at an elevation of 
not more than nine feet from the ground, but never saw any attempt to climb, 
although they saw plainly from whence the shot was fired. 

*' A circumstance occurred, in the Southern Mahrattah country, while I was 
there, which shows how a wounded tiger singles out the man who fires at him. 
A tiger was found in a small patch of jungle, near camp, by a party of Shikarees 
who had been out looking for hog. They surrounded the place, and blazed 
away with their matchlocks till sunset without doing much harm. The tiger, 
slightly wounded, was lying in the middle of the thicket ; and there he 
remained, answering every shot by a roar that deterred any one from approaching 
near enough to take a pot shot. Well, when they could no longer see the 
muzzles of their long barrels, these sagacious fellows resolved to squat 
roimd the cover all night, determined, if the tiger did not die before 
morning, to make him ' eat some more bullets ' as soon as it was light. It 
was getting very dark, and somewhat cold. One of the Shikarees proposed to 
smoke, and while the poor fellow was indulging in a long whiff, that made the 
chillum glow brightly, a rush was heard fi:om the bushes, a roar rang in their 
ears, and the tiger was among them. The ill-fated smoker, with the pipe to 
his lips, was smashed by a blow, like the stroke of a sledge-hammer, and away 
went the tiger, roaring through the stillness of the night It is evident that 
the tiger, observing the light, fancied it to be the flash of a matchlock, and 
rushed to revenge himself on his adversary. 

" In countries well stocked with cattle, tigers prey almost entirely upon 
them. Even the huge buffalo falls beneath his strength, when taken by 
surprise ; but, when prepared, he resists, and not unfrequently, beats off the 
aggressor. In herds, buffaloes far from fearing the tiger, are the first to 
attack. I have been assured, by herdsmen, that they never felt the least alarm, 
even in the most dangerous jungles, whilst their buffaloes were feeding by 
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them, for no tiger dared to molest them. I remember, a poor little boy, who 
had charge of a number of fine buffaloes, that used to graze in a valley 
frequented by a very savage tigress, and four cubs. She had repeatedly tried 
to carry him off, but, in every instance, the fiedthful brutes which he tended 
rushed to the rescue, and drove her off. One day, whilst playing with another 
boy, at some diKtance from his cattle, the tigress, with her cubs, viras seen 
approaching. They ran towards the buffaloes, who charged in a body as soon 
as they perceived their enemy ; — but it was too late. One of the boys was 
overtaken, and bis terrified companion saw him carried off to the jungle, and 
devoured on its edge. He came to our tents with the melancholy intelligence, 
begging of U8 to destroy the tigress, which wo did next day ; and to our 
surprise, on reaching the ground, we found this fearless boy following his 
buffaloes, with perfect unconcern, through the thickest part of the jungla 
He said he was not afraid ; he had only to keep close to this bull — ^pointing 
to the leader of the herd — and no tiger in India would venture to attack 
him." 

The natural history of the tiger is so well known that it is unnecessary 
for me to moke any further remarks upon it here. But although I have 
already extended this note to rather an unreasonable length, I must add 
a few words regarding the size of tigers. We constantly hear of tigers 
measuring twelve and fifteen feet in length, and I lately saw an account of 
one, which was said to have measured twenty-four feet ! 

But, during a residence of five years in India, I never met with a tiger that 
exceeded ten feet in leugth, from the point of the nose to the end of the tail ; 
and although I have been at some pains to collect information on this subject, 
I never could obtain any authentic account of a tiger exceeding eleven feet 
in length. I subjoin the dimensions of an average sized male tiger, which I 
measured myself, with great accuracy, a few hours after his death : — 

Ft. In. 

Length from point of nose to point of tail . . .95 

Length of tail 2 10 

Height, from heel to shoulder 3 2 

Extreme length, from shoulder to point of toe . . . 3 11 

From elbow to point of toe 2 

Girth of body immediately behind the shoulder . ..53 

Girth of fore-arm 2 7 

Girth of neck 3 

Circumference of head 3 3 

I conclude that the measurements of the fifteen feet tigers we hear of have 
been taken from raw hides, stretched out to their utmost extent ; and that 
the enormous size of my friend of twenty -four feet must be attributed to some 
mistake of the printer. 
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Page 226, Heading of Chapter. — "Thb SaCRED VrLLAGE." 

The description of the Island of Sevasamoodrum, Rhamaswamy's house, 
and the Falls of the Cauvary, as well as the Hindoo legend relating to them, 
are given as I find them in the pages of my journal written on the spot. 



Page 225, line 16. — **A ckaibce shot at cm antelope or a bustard.''* 

The common antelope is found in great numbers on the open plains, in 
almost every part of India. They afford good sport to a man who is gifted 
with patience, and can stand fatigue, but their extreme shyness, and the open 
nature of the ground which they inhabit, renders it so difficult to approach 
within shot of them, that there are few who take the trouble of acquiring that 
intimate knowledge of the animal's habits which is absolutely necessary to 
insure success. The various devices employed in approaching antelope are 
too numerous to be described here. But the following extract from the 
journal of my brother — who was the most successful and indefatigable antelope 
stalker I ever knew — will serve to give some idea of the extreme difficulty of 
approaching this animal. 

"Sudegee, 1st November. — Antelopes were seen all along this morning's 
march, twelve miles from Hookerry, chiefly upon a barren, stony soil, very 
different from their usual haunts, to the eastward. I found them shy, and 
apt to run long distances when disturbed, before they settled again to feed. 
Some of the herds were unusually large, containing not less than sixty indivi- 
duals. After following one of these herds for a considerable distance, without 
getting within shot, it joined another equally numerous. Both went on 
together till they met a third, when there must have been, at least, one 
hundred and twenty does, and twenty black bucks, besides fawns, collected in 
one spot, forming the most beautiful group of antelope I have ever seen. As 
their numbers increased, they became more shy, led on by an old suspicious 
doe, which kept boimding along in front, and never allowed the main body to 
halt. Occasionally a pair of bucks would leave the ranks to settle a private 
feud by a passage at arms, but they never engaged in earnest, so as to allow 
me to creep up, and pick off one of the combatants. They led me in this way 
from the plain where I had first found them, within sight of Sudegee, nearly 
back to Hookerry, a distance of twelve miles, gaining fresh recruits at every 
feeding ground they passed. The fights among the males became more 
frequent as they pressed up against each other, and several pairs would stop 
at once, to engage, some on their knees, with horns interlaced, others racing 
up to each other, and tilting with lowered heads, till all the bucks, becoming 
infected with a fighting mania, selected antagonists, and the plain was covered 
with contending pairs, whilst the does and fawns watched against surprise 
This internal discord proved their ruin, as it has often done among men as 
well as antelopes. I kept gradually edging nearer, keeping carefully out of 

A A 
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sight of the old skittish doe, who was jealous of every moving object, and, 
with the assistance of some broken ground, stole up within a hundred yards 
of two pugnacious fellows who were too busily engaged to mind me. One 
dropped to the shot, hit through the shoulder, so fatally, that he was dead 
before I reached hiuL His companion dashed off towards the herd ; and all, 
throwing up their heads together, broke away into their long striding gallop, 
never stopping till they appeared like white specks on the horizon, leaping up 
from the cloud of dust raised by their bounding hoofs." 

The Indian antelope stands considerably higher than the roebuck, and is 
altogether a larger animal The horns, eighteen inches to two feet in length, 
are twisted spirally and anuulated to within a few inches of the point. The 
old males are nearly black above, and white on the belly and inside of the 
legs. The females, which are without horns, are a light fawn colour above, 
with a whitish lino running horizontally along the side, and white beneath. 
The yoimg males are, at first, of the same colour as the females, but become 
gradually darker with age, till they attain their full growth, when they are, 
as I said before, nearly black. An average sized black buck weighs about 
90 pounds, a doe about 75 pounds. The male of the gazelle, a smaller species 
of antelope, also found in India, avei'ages about 62 pounds, and the female 
about 47 pounds. 

Bustard frequent the same sort of groimd as antelope, and are approached 
much in the same manner. The cock weighs about 22 pounds; the hen from 
18 to 20 pounds. 

Page 233, line 26. — " Behold tJtat far winding procession." 

Since writing the above I have been fortunate enough to become possessed 
of a rare and curious old book, entitled " The Voyages and Adventures of 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto, a Portugal, done into English by H. C. Gent, a.d. 
1663." Pinto being a great traveller avails himself of a traveller's license to 
a large extent, and tells marvellous tales of ''Anthropophagi and men whoso 
heads do grow beneath their shoulders" — so much so, indeed, that he has 
obtained for himself the honourable distinction of " The Prince of Liars." 
But the greatest romancer will occasionally stiunble on a bit of truth in spite 
of himself, and accordingly our travelled friend gives an account of an Indian 
religious feast, which is described in such delightfully quaint language, and — 
barring a few exaggerations, which it was not in his nature to avoid — so nearly 
what we see at the great festival of Juggernaut to this day, that I cannot 
resist the temptation of transcribing it. 

Our author sailed from Portugal, a.d. 1537, and after a most disastrous 
voyage, arrived in India. In the course of his travels, in that country, he 
visits " The groat Temple or Pagode of Tinagoogoo," and in the 66th chapter, 
page 218, thus describes the feast : — 
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"Whilst the feast of these Gentiles, as also the fiedr, which was kept all the 
time thereof, endured for the space of fifteen days, with an infinite concourse 
of merchants and pilgrims, that came flocking thither from all parts, as I 
have declared hefore, there were many sacrifices made there with different 
ceremonies, not a day passing without some new thing or other. For 
amongst many of great charge, and very worthy of observation, one of the 
chiefest was a JMle, after their manner, which was published the fifth day 
of the moon, together with a procession, that was above three leagues in 
length, as we could guess ; it was the common opinion of all, that in this 
procession there were forty thousand priests, of the four and twenty sects, 
which are in the empire : most of them were of different dignities, and called 
Orepos, TcUagrepos, Roolima, Neepoia, Bicos, Sacarens, and Ckcmfaranhos ; now 
by the ornaments they wear, as also by the devices and ensigns which they 
carry in their hands, they may be distinguished ; and so every of them is 
distinguished, according to his dignity ; howbeit, these went not on foot as 
the other ordinary priests, for that they were as this day forbidden upon pain 
of great sin to tread upon the ground, so that they caused themselves to be 
borne in palaqumSf or arm-chairs, upon the shoulders of other priests their 
inferiors, apparelled in green sattin, with their stoles of carnation damask. In 
the midst of the ranks of this procession were all the inventions of their 
sacrifices to be seen, as also the rich custodes of their idols, for the which 
each of them had a particular devotion. They that carried them were clothed 
in yellow, having each of them a big wax candle in his hand ; and between 
each every fifteen of these custodes went a triumphant charet, all which 
charets put together were in number an hundred and twenty-six. All these 
charets were four and some five stories high, with as many wheels on either 
side ; in each of them there were at the least two hundred persons, what with 
the priests and the guards, and on the top of all, an idol of silver, with a 
mitre of gold on his head, and all of them had rich chains of pearl and 
precious stones about their necks ; round about every charet went little 
boys, carrying silver maces on their shoulders, and between them were a 
many of caskets full of exquisite perfumes, as also divers persons with censors 
in their hands, who ever and anon censed the idol to the tune of certain 
instruments of music, saying three times with a lamentable voyce. Lord 
(U8wage the pains of the dead, to the end they may praise thee peaceably ; 
whereunto all the people answered, with a strange noise^ Svah may thy 
pleasv/re he, a/nd so m>ay it come to pass, every day wherein thou showest us the 
sun. Each of the charets was drawn by above three thousand persons, who 
for that purpose made use of very long cords, covered with silk, and thereby 
gained for themselves plenary remission of their sins, without restitution to 
be made of anything at all : now that they might participate in this absolution, 
by drawing the cords, they set their hands to it, one after and close to another, 
continuing doing so to the very end, in such sort that the whole cord waa 
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eoTONd with their hands and nothing else to be seen ; but that they always 
which were without might gain this indulgence, they helped those that had 
thefa* hands on the cord, by putting theirs about their shoulders ; then they 
that were behind them did the like, and so, consequently, all the rest. In 
this manner throughout the whole length of the cord there were six or seven 
banktf or files, and in each of them about five hundred persons. This pro- 
cession was enTironed with a great number of horsemen, that carried stares 
with pikes at both ends, who, riding all about, went crying to the people, 
which were infinite in number, that they should make way, and not interrupt 
the priests in their prayers ; many times, also, they struck those so rudely 
whom they first met withal, as they beat down three or four together, or hurt 
them grievously, no man daring to find fault with, or so much as say a word 
against it. In this order this marvellous procession passed through above one 
hundred streets, which to that end were all adorned with boughs of palms and 
myrtle, amongst the which were many standards and banners of silk planted; 
there were also many tables set up in divers places, where all that desired it 
for God's sake were admitted to eat of free cost; yea, and in other parts they 
had clothes and money given them ; there likewise enemies reconciled them- 
selves one to another, and the rich men forgave them their debts which were 
not able to pay. In a word, so many good works were done there, more 
proper for Christians than for Gentiles, as I must heeds conclude, that if they 
had been done with faith and baptism, for the love of ora: Lord Jesus Christ, 
and without any mixture of the things of this world, assuredly they would 
have been acceptable unto him. But, alas ! the best was wanting in them, 
and that both for theirs and our sins. Whilst the procession, together with 
the charets in which the idols were, passed along in this manner, and that 
with a dreadful noise of drums and other such instruments, behold where 
out of a certain wooden shed, made expressly for the purpose, six, seven, 
eight, or ten men, all besmeared with odours and wrapped up in silk, 
wearing gold bracelets about their wrists, start forth all at once, and room 
being instantly made for them by the people, after having saluted the idol 
wMch was on the top of the charet, they went and laid themselves down 
athwart on the ground, so that the wheels coming to go over them crushed 
them all to pieces, which the assistants beholding, cried out aloud together. 
My soul he with thine. — Presently whereupon nine or ten of the priests 
descending from the charet took up these blessed, or rather accursed, creatures, 
that sacrificed themselves in this sort, and putting the head, bowels, and all 
the other members so crushed in pieces, into great bowls made for the purpose, 
they showed them to the people from the highest part of the charet where 
the idol stood, saying with a pitifull voyce, Miserable sinners, fall ye to 'praying 
that God may make you worthy to he a saint cw this here is, who hath now offered 
himself up cw sweet-smelling sacrifice. — Whereunto all the people, prostrated 
on the ground, answered with a fearful noise, We hope that the God of a 
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thovsand god»^ toill permit it to he so. In this manner many other of these poor 
wretches sacrificed themselves, to the number, as we were told by certam 
merchants worthy of credit, of six himdred and more. After these followed 
other martyrs of the devil, whom they called Xixojporcma, which sacrificed 
themselves before the said charets, by most mercilessly slashing themselves 
with sharp razors, that to behold them how they did it, one coiild not think 
but what they were altogether insensible ; for they cut off great gobbets of 
their flesh, and holding them on high at the end of arrows, as if they would 
shoot them up to heaven, they said. That they made a present thereof to Ood 
for the sotUs of their fcUhers, of their wives, of their children, or of such an one 
for whose sake they did this wicked work. Now wheresoever this gobbet of 
flesh chanced to fall, there ran so much people to catch it up, that oftentimes 
many were stifled in the press, for they held it as a very great relick. In 
this sort these miserable wretches stood upon their feet, all bathed in their 
own blood, without noses, without ears, and without the resemblance at all 
of a man, until at length they fell down stark dead on the earth ; then came 
the Ortpos in all haste down from the top of the charet, and cutting off their 
heads, showed them to all the people, who kneeling on the groimd, and 
lifting up their hands to heaven, cried out with a loud voyce — Let us, 
Lordf live to tJiat time wherein for thy service we may do as this same ?iere hath 
done. There were others also whom the devil drew thither after another manner. 
These same, craving an alms said. Give me an alms for QoWs sakCf or if thou dost 
it not I will kill myself. — So that if they were not presently contented, they 
woiild instantly cut their own throats with razors which they held in their hands, 
or stab themselves into the belly, and so drop down stark dead ; whereupon 
the Orepos ran suddenly to them, and having cut off their heads, showed them, 
as before, to the people, who reverenced them prostrate on the ground. We 
likewise saw some named iVi^aramoru, men of a very ill look, clothed withtygers' 
skins, and carrying in their hands certain pots of copper full of excrements, and 
filthy corrupt urine, the stench whereof was so horrible and insupportable, 
that it was not possible for any nostril to endure it; These craving an 
alms of the people, said, Give me an alma, cmd that quickly, otherwise I will 
eat this ordure which the devil eats, and bespatter thee with it, that so thou mayest 
he accursed as he is. They no sooner uttered these words but that all ran 
hastily to give them alms ; for if they stayed never so little, they straightway 
set the pot to their mouths, and taking a great sup of the stinking stuff, they 
therewith all to bedashed such as they pleased ; in the mean time all others 
that beheld them so dressed, holding them accursed, fell upon them, and 
entreated them in such a strange fashion, as the poor wretches knew not 
which way to turn themselves ; for there was not a man of the company that 
drove them not away with blows, and that I'ailed not at them, saying, That 
they were accursed for having been the cause that this holy man had ecUen of this 
beastly fUth which the devU feeds vp<m, and therefore was become stinking before 
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headed by their priests, surround the outside of the net, armed with long 
spears, and, provoking the tiger to attack them, meet him as he charges, and 
pierce him through the meshes of this apparently feeble, but impassable 
barrier, till he falls. A gentleman, who was present at one of these scenes, 
describes it as most interesting, and exciting in the highest degree ; for there 
existed the appearance of imminent danger, although, in reality, it was almost 
impossible for the tiger to reach his assailants." 

Page 291, line 33. 
<' IW that wee towsU tyke sitting on her bcbck, cu conceky as you pkctse." 

The female bear is in the habit of carrying her yoimg on her back, and when 
attacked, frequently charges with a fierce little brute of a cub standing 
upright on her shoulders, and showing his teeth as savagely as the mother. 
This, as the Doctor remarks, haa a very absurd effect. 

Page 315, line 6.—** Kdpie*' 
A water spirit, said to haunt fords and ferries at night 



THE END. 



BBADBUBY AND ETANS, PBINTE&S, WHITSFSIABS. 



H 



i 



Utb IMotlis sni ittlu CEiritioits, 
ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO. 

25, PATSBHOSTBR ROW, LONDON. 
MK. BAETLBTT'S NEW GIFT BOOK. 

On Nov. 16,10 iupcr-rovBl8?o,liainlBqnielj- bound in clolh.with numerooa Illiistfitiosj', 
nnifonn witli tho " Nile Boat," &c. 

PICTURES FROM SICILY. 




BY W. H. BAETLETT, 



ILLUSTRATED WORKS BY W. H. BARTLETT. 



Third Edition, in super- royal 8vo, price 16/. cloth grilt; 28#. morocco gilt, 

THE NILE BOAT; 

OR, 

GLIMPSES OF THE LAND OP EGYPT. 

ILLUSTRAIKD BY 

THIRTY-FIVE STEEL ENGRAVINGS. & MAPS, with numerous WOODCUTS 

BY W. H. BARTLETT, 



»» 



AUTHOR OP "WALKS ABOUT JEEU8ALE1I, ETC. 



"There is an actuality about the descriptions, 
and a beauty about the illustrations, that render 
this glimpse of Egypt peculiarly charming. The 



sketches and descriptive maps render the views 
witnessed in the ' Nile Boat ' beautiful realities."— 
The Sun. 



-^^^ v^ \y^ ^ ' 



N-- V-/' N^ .^ ,.•'■ ^ .^ ^ .'V.' 



Third Edition, in super-royal 8vo, 12*. cloth gilt; or 21*. morocco gilt, 

WALKS ABOUT 

JERUSALEM AND ITS ENVIRONS. 

BY W. H. BARTLETT. 

ILLUSTRATED BY TWENTY-FOUR ENGRAVINGS ON STEEL, 
TWO MAPS, AND MANY SUPERIOR WOODCUTS. 



*• We have, at length, in this attractive volume, 
the desideratum, of a complete picturesque guide 
to the topography of Jerusalem." — Patriot. 

••The volume is well got up in point of em- 
bellishments, and contains much valuable matter, 



with illustrations beautifully executed." — Chureb 
of England Magazine. 

••Our impression is, that Jerusalem was never 
before so successfully delineated." — Evangelital 
Magazine. 



'^^■\y~,^ v^ 



Fourth Edition, in super-royal 8vo, price 12*. doth gilt, or 21*. morocco gilt, 

FORTY DAYS IN THE DESERT, 

©n i\t %mi\ «f \\i Ismlitts; 

OR, 

A JOURNRY FROM CAIRO BY WADY FKIRAN TO MOUNT SINAI AND PETRA. 

BY W. H. BARTLfiTT. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH TWENTY-SEVEN ENGRAVINGS ON STEEL. 
A MAP. AND NUMEROUS WOODCUTS. 



*• Mr. Bartlett has made a book, pleasant in 
letter-press, as well as attractive in its illustrations 
—delicately finished line engravings of subjects 
particularly well chosen." — Athenaum. 

•• A very handsome volume, copiously and 
cleverly illustrated in the vignette style ; an ele- 
gant table-book or most acceptable present." — 
Jtlas. 

•'Entertainingly written, and crowded with steel 
engravings of a superior character, w^hich combine 
to make it a very handsome volume." — Critic. 



••The author presents, in this volume, one of 
the most picturesque accounts of the route across 
the wilderness of sand we have ever read."— 
Morning Herald. 

'•The writer has proved his capacity to write 
what is worth reading." — Globe. 

"The number and beauty of the engravings 
eifhance the value of the text, but the latter does 
not require to lean on them for support. We da 
pot know a more valuable book of that charactci." 
— TaiVs Magazine. 



ILLUSTRATED WORKS BY W. H. BARTLETT-'ContinueiL 



Second Edition, in super-royal 8vo, 16*. cloth gilt; or 28*. morocco elegant, 

GLEANINGS, ANTIQUARIAN AND PICTORIAL, 



ON 



THE OVERLAND ROUTE. 

BY TUE AUTUOK. OF 

•'WALKS ABOUT JERUSALEM," "FORTY DAYS IN THE DESERT," " THE NILE BOAT." 



ILLUSTRATED BY TWENTY-EIGHT STEEL PLATES AND MAPS, 

AND TWENTY-THREE WOODCUTS. 



" An individual of able research and active ob- 
servation conveys to us^his impressions in language 
terse, concise, and never tedious; we listen with 
pleasure to his tale. Well executed pictorial illus- 
trations considerably enhance the merits of this 
pleasUig work." — Taifs Meigazine, 

" The reader will find abundance of interesting 
and amusing information in the volume. As a 
work of art it possesses very considerable merit." — 
Chambers's Journal. 

" The present work is as excellent as his former 
productions, for its lively and picturesque nar- 



rative, and for the exquisite engravings by which 
it is illustrated." — Athenceum. 

"It is unquestionably one of the most elegant 
volumes ever published. The letter-press gives 
an excellent historical account of Malta, with 
graphic sketches of travelling adventures, both at 
that place and at Gibraltar." — Atlas. 

"Should be in the hands of every person tra- 
velling by the Overland Route, as well as in eveiy 
library in the kingdom with the least pretensions 
to completeness." — Observer. 



-» \^ \^ V.^ V^ \^ -N^- 



Third Edition, in super royal Svo, price 14tf. cloth gilt edges ; or 26*. morocco elegant, 

FOOTSTEPS OF OUR LORD and HIS APOSTLES, 

In ^im, (^xmt, anJr Italj. 



A SUCCESSION OF VISITS TO 



THE SCENES OF NEW TESTAMENT NARRATIVE* 



, ^SSSLit^ CtDent|?st(ree ^teel O^grabtngs, anil seberal (IBoobcute. 



" If beauty of design and execution, combined 
with elegance of narrative and trustworthy descrip- 
tion, can be any recommendation to a book, it is 
sufficient to say that this excellent volume pos- 
sesses every one of these features, and establishes 
its own character without the need of any further 
pnuse." — BelVs Mrssenger. 

" Mr. Bartlett has with success brought together 
in an effective and attractive volume, a series of 
written and engraved memorials of the early days 
of our faith, which cannot but find a welcome in 



many a domestic circle, and cheer with its recol^ 
lections every Christian heart, whilst it pleases with 
its artistic beauty the most careless inspectors. "We 
close the book with regret, and recommend it with- 
out fear." — Britannia. 

" This is one of the happiest of the many happy 
Christmas ventures that their publishers have put 
forth. It is got up in excellent taste and written 
in a pleasing and attractive style." — Church and 
State Gazette. 



^% 



"i r 



I I 



Just Published, 



r THE COLLOQUIES OF EDWARD OSBORNE, 

S CITIZEN AND CLOTH-WORKER OF LONDON. 



II. 



Recently Published, Second Edition, with Portrait, &c. price 7*. 6rf. cloth, antique, 

YE HOUSEHOLD OF SIR THOS- MORE. 

LIBELLUS A MARGARETA MORE, 
QUINDECIM ANNOS NATA, CHELSEI^' INCEPTUS. 



" Clever and agreeable reading. . . . We can give 
the book unqualified praise for the pleasant, and 
tolerably accurate, pictures which it affords of the 
domestic manners of the period ; and the characterg 
of some of the personages represented are drawn 
with distinctness, and with the features of na- 
ture." — Athenaum. 



*' It ends with musical melancholy, a strain of 
exquisitely simple beauty, referring to the judicial 
slaying of one of England's worthiest sons. There 
are some fine portraits ably limned herein. There 
are family pictures so graphically described that they 
possess the mind for ever."— CAwrcA and State 
Gazette. 



III. 



QUEENE 



Handsomely bound and gilt, 

PHILIFFA'S GOLDEN BOOKE. 

Wiitfi Jlllumtnatton0. 



IV. 



Second Edition, in post 8vo, price 7*. 6rf. antique, 

Y^ MAIDEN AND MARRIED LIFE 

MARY POWELL, 

AFTERWARDS MISTRESS MILTON. 



OF 



*<This is a charming little book; and whether 
we regard its subject, cleverness, or delicacy of 
sentiment and expression— to say nothing of its 
tjrpe and orthography — it is likely to be a most 
acceptable present to yoimg or old, be their 
peculiar taste for religion, morals, poetry, history, 
or romance." — Christian Observer. 

" Unquestionably the production of an able 
hand, and a refined mind. We recommend it to all 
who love pure, healthy, literary fare."— CAwrcA 
and State Gazette. 

**This quaint narrative, presented in ancient 
binding, and in the type of bygone days, is a 
most acceptable addition to the literature of the 
times." — Bell's Messenger. 

"The odd history of Milton's first marriage— 
the desertion of his wife, and her subsequent 



terror when she heard that he was just the man to 
put in practice his own opinions respecting divorce 
— rforms one of those chapters, peculiarly open to 
illustration and fancy. The substance of the 
present volume appeared originally in Sharpens 
Magazine, when it attracted sufiicient attention to 
induce its republication in the quaint and inviting 
volume before us, where the typographer has 
successfully adapted his style of printing to the 
old style of composition." — Atlas. 

"The volume is full of incident and character, 
and exceedingly delightful in its happy sketching 
and freshness of feeling. It is by far the best 
work of the small and novel class to which it 
belongs, a mixture of truth and fiction in a form 
which belongs to the fictitious more than to the 
substantial contents. " — Nonconformist. 



WORKS BY MARTIN F. TUPPER, Esq. D.C.L. F.RS. 



Tump RninnK, in fnp. 8to, prife 7*.(W. bound in doth, with Vignktti mmd Fnnnima, 

unifomi with " Proverbial Philosophy," 

BALLADS FOR THE TIMES, 

* r^'^ FTKfiT COT.l.ECTKD. 

QERALDINE, AMERICAN LYRICS, HACTENUS, A MODERN PYRAMID, 
A THOUSAND LINES, AND OTHER POEMS. 

BY MARTIN F. TUPPER, D.C.L. F.R.S. 



*• With sinoothneiiii of meature. Mr. Tapper's 
deRlgn U alwayR excellent, and his veniflcation is 
bruuffht to bear upon thinKii of no transient interest. 
It Is one of tie best rharacterittirs nf bin labours, 



that he does not write for prsue, but for tbebeaeft 
of his fellow-men— not merely for time, bat fcf 
eternity. "--i?«?/r# Mesaenger. 



THE 



11. 



('honp Kdition, in Ono Vol. cloth, pricn &». 



CROCK OF GOLD, 



WITH IIXT'STRATIONS BY JOHN LKKCH. 



'• This charming; tale has won its way to the 
well-merited distinction of a * Popular Kilition,' 
embellished with a characteristic frontiHpiece from 
the telling pencil of John Lcpch. We ran read it 
again and again with fresh pleasure." — LUrrary 
Gazelle. 

'* We have rarely had occasion to speak more 
highly of any work than of thin. The purpose of i 
the writer is admirable, the manner of his working i 
out the story is natural and truthful, and the 
sentiments conveyed arc all that can be desired." 
— nel/'n Werkhi Mexxenger. 

" We are glad to see '>urh talcs within the reach 



of the people. Mechanics' Institutes, and libraries 
of a popular character, should avail themselves of 
this edition." — Plymouth Herald. 

" A tale powerfully told, and with a good moral 
strongly enforced." — Kentish Gazette. 

" This is one of the most original, peculiar, racy, 
and interesting books we have ever read." Cincin- 
nati Gazette. 

"It is the fervour of style, the freshness of 
illustration, the depth of true feeling prest-nt in 
every page, that gives these tales a charm i>*'culiar 
to theinselveK."— A'^M' York Evening Post F.di:td 
by W. C. IJryant. 



ITT. 



.lust rnblishcd, in fcap. 8vo, price 3.?. cloth, 

KING ALFRED'S POEMS. 



NOW FIRST TURNED INTO ENGLISH METRE, 

BY M. F. TUPPER, ESQ. D.C.L. F.B.S. 



DR. CUMMING'S NEW VOLUME OF LECTURES. 



In Preparation, uniform with " Apocalyptic Sketches/* 

THE CHURCH BEFORE THE FLOOD: 

$ ^mts-af ftttttus ffji t|t §i(r0fe a( itntsis. 

Fifth Thousand, in Two Volumes, price 9*. each, bound in cloth, full gilt, 

FORESHADOWS ; 

Or, lectures ON OUR LORD'S MIRACLES AND PARABLES 

AS EARNESTS OP THE AGE TO COME. 

Sixtli Thousand, in fcap. 8vo, 9s. cloth, elegantly gilt; or 13*. morocco extra, 

PROPHETIC STUDIES; 

Ok, lectures ON THE BOOK OP DANIEL. 

Also, by the same Author, Twelfth Thousand, in Two Vols, price 9*. eacli, cloth gilt ; 

or 26*. morocco extra, 

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES; 

Or, LECTURES ON THE BOOK OP REVELATION. 

Delivered in Exeter Hall, and at Crown Court Church. 
New Editions, revised and corrected, with Two Indices. 



^''^'^ -"-^ \ y^ ^-\_. N ^ \ , 



Also, uniform vnth the above, Ninth Thousand, 

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES-Third Series ; 

Or, lectures ON THE SEVEN CHURCHES OF ASIA MINOR. 

illustrated by wood engravings 
representing the present state op the apostolic churches. 

Ninth Edition, fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 3*. 

"IS CHRISTIANITY FROM GOD?" 

A MANUAL OP CHRISTIAN EVIDENCES 
FOR SCRIPTURE READERS, SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHERS, CITY MISSIONARIES, 

AND YOUNG PERSONS. 

*^ We never read a work of this description which gave us so much satisfaction. It is a work of the 

utmost value." — Ecclesiastical Timet. 

Fifth Edition, fcap. 8vo, price 3*. cloth, gilt edges, 

OUR FATHER ; 

A JVUNUAL OF FAMILY PRAYERS FOR GENERAL AND SPECIAL OCCASIONS, 
With short Prayers por spare Minutes, and Passages por Reflection. 



WORKS BY THE REV. JOHN CUMMINO, D.D.'-coniinued. 



Thu day it Fablished, 

EXPOSITORY READINGS 



ON 



THE BOOK OF REVELATION. 

EXFOSITIOIfS or THE CIIAPTER READ ON SABBATH EVENINGS, 
I.N Yllb HCDTTIAIl NATIONAL CHURCH, CROWN COURT, COYENT GARDEN, FORMING A CONTLMOU 

AND COMPLETE COMMENTARY ON THE APOCALYPSE. 



y ^ \ y • y-\ y\y'\^ ^y\ 



■ \^"v-/^^\^ ••■> 



Tenth Thonsand, crown 8vo, containing 608 pages, price 0#. cloth lettered, 

a Cheap Edition of 

The CELEBRATED PROTESTANT DISCUSSION 

BKTWKKV THK 

Rev. JOHN GUMMING, D.D, and DANIEL FRENCH, Esq. Barrister- at-Law, 
HELD AT HAMMERSMITH IN 1839. 

" No ClerfO^man's library can be complete without it."— Belt's Mesaenger. 

" A componiiium of art^ument." — OttntlematCs Magazine, 

** The 8ubjt>ct {pro and con) is all but exhausted.'^— CAttrcA and State Gazette. 



New Edition, Qs. Revised and Corrected, with Additions, 

LECTURES FOR THE TIMES; 

Oil, ILLUSTRATIONS AND REFUTATIONS OF THE ERRORS OF ROMANISM 

AND TllACTARIANISM. 



AVio KdMon, fivp ^vo, price Si. cloth gilt, 

THE COMMUNION TABLE ; 

4Jr, Cnmmnnirant's fflannal : 

A plain and practical Exposition of the Lord's 

SVFPKR. 

Fourth KtUtion, .fhtp. Hro, cloth, fiilt cdget, price 2#. 

INFANT SALVATION; 

^x, 311 Sauri! ralin Bir in 3nfann|. 

Specially aildrcsscd to Mothers mourninp the Loss 
of Inlants and Children. 



Third Edition, ftap. 8ro, cloth, gilt edge*, price 2*. 

THE BAPTISMAL FONT. 

iiK EXPosiriON or tub 

Jlatiirt k dWiligatinns nf JJIiristiaii SajitisiD. 

WITH AN APrENDIX. 
Fourth Edition, .fta p. 8po, cloth, gilt edges, price it. 

A MESSAGE FROM GOD; 

on, 

flfljiiiigllts u Hrliginn fnr tliinking 3llrn. 



\^ ^y x-'^'N-'N.'V 



Now Edition, in Two Volumes, price 4*. each, cloth gilt, 

OCCASIONAL DISCOURSES. 

v\'N i i''N 1 ri :■ ■ 

llWKiav — KUUALIT\ -IK.MT.lliNirY -TUK REVOLUTION ISTS — TUK TKUh. ( llAlil LU— THE TUVK 

hWrKSSlOX — rSALM FOR THK DAY- -TIIANKSUIMM.— 
AVTVMN TlIOiaHTS, ETC 



In post Svo. with Illustrations, 

MEMORIALS OF EARLY CHRISTIANITY. 

SOME OF THE MEMORABLE EVENTS OF EARLY ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY. 

BY THE KEV. J. G. MIALL, 

AUTHOR OF " FOOTSTEPS OF OUR FORKFATUERS." 



Just Pablished, in fcap. Svo, price 6^. bound in cloth, 

A MANUAL. 

OF 

'J' HE ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY 

OF 

THE HUMAN MIND. 

BY THE REV. J. CARLILE, D.D. 

Of Dublin and Parsonstown. 



" We have been particularly struck with the 
acuteness of the learned divine's reasoning, and 
the clever adaptation to which he has resorted to 
make his views clear ; but in no respect have we 



been more gratified than to Ond that he makes the 
Word of God the basis of his investigations, and 
proves that without Revelation all human argu- 
ment is fallacy and absurdity."— BtfW'» Messenger. 



Second £dition, revised and corrected, with an Index, in 12mo, cloth lettered, price 5s. 

CHEMISTRY NO MYSTERY: 

BEING THE SUBJECT MATTER OF A COTJESE OE LECTURES BY DE. SCOEFEUN 

ILLUSTRATED THROUGHOUT WITH DIAGRAMS AND WOODCUTS. 



\^',^ \y ~^ ■,• >^ \y \y\^ > 



Third Edition, revised and corrected, 12mo, doth, hs. 

BAKE.W ELL'S 

PHILOSOPHICAL CONVERSATIONS. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH DIAGRAMS AND WOODCUTS. 



NEW SERIES OF ILLUSTRATED MANUALS. 

THE MANUAL OF HERALDRY, 



Sllnstiiittti taq fsra iBnnktlr fngFBirings nn ^jui). 



UnifoTja »ith tlic aboie. price 3(. 

A MANUAL OF PERSPECTIVE, 



IXaSAVIBS, BCILDSKS, CI 



ILLUSTRATED BY NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS. 

V N. WlllTTOCK. Author OT ihr Oifoud DnAivcNtt Book 




Just Fublished, also nniforni, price Si. 



THE MANUAL OF GEOGRAPHY, 

FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLS AND FAMILIES, 



By EDWARD tkKR. Auttiop of" Hislorj of England," &c, 

"Thongli perfcclly tnt from pretenilon, und I team worki of sUtiits and t 

ropoBEdonlyaa suHswlanllolhemolherorlhe in lis pagen. The informalion 

eaeher, thij mile boot: fi one of the beat Hoika on and Ihe aeveral subjecla are pi 

meral geoiraphy that bafe pome undemur notice —AlhmiESni. 

w ■ long time. A careful reading of Ihe moie | 



Tenth Edition, Corrected and Enlaroed, in 18mo, price 3*. in scarlet dotli, gilt edpes, 

SELECT POETRY FOR CHILDREN; 

Wa^ hritf (giplanfltnrij ilntes, 

AKRANGF.D T^R THK USE OF SCHOOLS AND FAMTLres. 



BY JOSEPH PAYNE. 



" A very nice little volume, containing a charming 
collection of poetry.'* — Spectator. 

** We do not know any other book tliat, in the 
•ame compa«s, contains such a rich selection of 
pieces* that are at once sprightly and instructive, 
pathetic and devout." — Congregational Magazine. 

*• A very pleasing and suitable selection." — Weat- 
mintter Review. 

" A judicious selection of attractive poems." — 
Aeiatic Journal. 

•* It is really a treat to see anything so simply 



good as the little volume before us." — Metropolitan 
Magazine. 

" A very good selection." — Wesleyan Methodist 
Magazine. 

'* Executed with soundness of judgment, deli- 
cacy of taste, and great range of research. No 
school or nursery, mother or teacher, ought to be 
without it." — Manchester Chronicle. 

" A nice, charming book." — Tait^s Magazine. 

" This is a very good selection, made with pains 
and judiciously arranged." — Patriot. 



Second Kdition, in 12mo, 6j. bound in cloth, 



STUDIES IN ENGLISH POETRY; 



WITH SHOT^T 



§iap5|ifal Slittt^w, an^ Hfltes (gjfpknatorg ani Ctitital, 

Intended as a Text-Book for the higher Classes in Schools, and as an Introduction 

to the Study of English Ijitorature. 

BY JOSEPH PAYNE. 



*• The plan and the execution are equally good ; 
altogether it is an excellent reading book of poetry." 
Watchman. 

"The work is deserving of commendation, as 
comprehending much that is excellent — the very 
flowers and gems of English poetry— and nothing 
exceptionable."— rotT* Magazine. 

" We can honestly recommend the volume to the 



favour and confidence of our readers." — Eclectic 
Review. 

" Mr. Payne is entitled to the highest praise for 
the care bestowed on the antiquated orthography of 
the earlier authors, and the ability and judgment 
displayed in the annexed notes throughout the 
volume."— TAe Student. 



IN PREPARATION, BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 

STUDIES IN ENGLISH PROSE, 



UNIFORM WITH THE ABOVE. 



^tta ^llututttt MsftU fat tl^t pttng. 

Unilbrmly printed in square 16nio. handsomely bound in cloth, price 2s. 6d. each. 

I. 
With Platet on Steel, Second Edition, 

HOW TO WIN LOVE; 

OR, RHODA'S LESSON. 

BY THE AUTHOE OF " MICHAEL THE MINEB," ETC. 



*' A very captivating story." — Morning Post. 
" TruthftilnesH, descriptive talent, and pure 
moraUty in every Une."— Literary Gazette. 



" Just what a story for children ought to be."- 
Dougku JerroltVe Newspaper. 



II. 

PIPPIE'S WARNING; 

OE, THE ADVENTURES OF A DANCING DOG. 

By CATHARINE CftOWE, Author of " Sosan Hopley," &c. 
" A capital story." — Aihenaum, \ ** This is a capital child's boolc." — Scotsman. 

ra. 

STRATAGEMS. 

By MRS. NEWTON CROSSLAND, (late Camilla Toulmin.) 
" A 8weet tale, penned in a fair mood, and such as will make a rare gift for a child." — Sun. 

IV. 

With Four Illustrations. 

MY OLD PUPILS. 

*#♦ The former work of this Author, " My Schoolboy Days," has attained great popularity, upwards 
of ten thousand copies having been circulated in this country alone. 

V. 

Just Published, 

PLEASANT PASTIME; 

OR, 

gratomg-fvoffm gramas f0r ^ritjate ^eprmntato frg \\t tong. 

VI. 
In Preparation, 

THE MONKEY'S RAFT. 

BY MRS. CROWE. 



ILLIUSTIATISID) (BIFT B(0)([])Kl 
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Just Published in fcap. (Cuts bt Gilbert,) price 3s. 6d, handsomely bound, 

with gilt edges, 

LOVE: A REALITY, NOT ROMANCE. 

BY MRS. THOMAS GELDART, 

AUTHOR or "TRUTH IN ivERYTHING," ETC. 



"Few writers are more indefatigable in their 
oflBces of benevolence than the authoress of this 
elegant little volume, who has once more done her- 
self infinite credit by a transcript of the realities of 
life, so fairly and truly made, as to go home to the 
heart of every one, who follows the tale to the con- 



clusion. It is a high gift to be able to write well ; 
but it is a far higher and nobler privilege to be 
known to write usefully, and to the best of pur- 
poses; and this Mrs. Geldart has never more 
eflfectually done than in * Love : a Reality, not 
Romance.' " — Beirt Messenger. 



In fcap. 8vo, price 3*. Qd. cloth gilt. Illustrated by Franklin, 

COLA MONTI; 



or. 



THE STORY OF A GENIUS.— A TALE FOR BOYS. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " HOW TO WIN LOVE," " THE 0GILVIE8," ETC. 



" We heartily commend it as delightful holiday 
reading."— Cri<ic. 

" A lively narrative of school-boy adven- 
tures." 



" A very charming and admirably written volume. 
It is adapted to make boys better." 

" A simple and pleasing story of school-boy life." 
—John Bull. 



Published tliis day, in fcap. 8vo, price Ss. 6d. cloth, gilt edges, 

RECOLLECTIONS 



OF 



MRS. ANDERSON'S SCHOOL. 

By jane M. WINNAM).— Illustrated by FRANKLIN. 



" A pretty unpretentious volume, neatly embel- 
lished, and gay in its livery of green and gold. 
Outside and in 'tis precisely the beau ideal of a 
present or a prize-book for a younf? lady. More 
fresh and more delightful reading than this book 
it has rarely been our fortune to meet." — Morning 
Advertiser. 

" An amusing series of descriptions, likely to 
interest the young folks, for whom they are in- 
tended." — Express. 



" Although professedly a ' book for girls,' the 
volume is 60 interesting in itself as to be calculated 
to give amusement to those who have attained a 
riper age : and, although there is nothing attempted 
beyond amusement, yet a high moral is conveyed 
in its pages. One word as to the 'getting up.' 
The typography is faultless, and the binding and 
finish such as to fit it especially for the place which 
we sincerely hope it will be found largely to occupy 
— the drawmg-room table." — Belfast Mercury. 



THE HOFLAND LIBRARY: 



]fOK TIi£ 



INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT OF YOUTH. 



|ll«strsU> Jtoitl^ flatts. 



EACH VOLUME HANDSOMELY BOUND IN EMBOSSED SCARLET CLOTH, 

WITH GILT EDGES, &c. 



FiiisT Class, iu 12mo. Price 2s, 6d. each. 



1. ALITLED CAMPBELL ; or, Travels 

of a Young Pilgrim. 

2. DECISION ; a Tale. 

3. ENERGY. 

4. FAREWELL TALES. 

5. FORTITUDE. 

6. HUMILITY. 

7. INTEGRITY. 



8. MODERATION. 

9. PATIENCE. 

10. REFLECTION. 

11. SELF-DENIAL. 

12. YOUNG CADET ; or, Travels in 

Hkidostan. 

13. YOUNG PILGRIM ; or, Alfred 

Campbell^s Return. 



Second Class, in 18mo. Price Is. 6d, each. 



1 . ADELAIDE ; or, Massacre of St. Bartho- 

loniew. 

2. AFFECTIONATE BROTHERS, 

8. ALICIA AND HER AUNT ; or. Think 

before you Speak. 
4. BARBADOS GIRL. 
6. BLIND FARMER AND HIS CHILDREN. 

6. CLERGYMAN*S WIDOW AND HER 

YOUNG FAMILY. 

7. DAUGHTER-IN-LAW, HER FATHER 

AND FAMILY. 

8. ELIZABETH AND HER THREE 

BEGGAR BOYS. 



9. GODMOTHER'S TALES. 

10. GOOD GRANDMOTHER AND HKR 

OFFSPRING. 

11. MERCHANTS WIDOW and her YOUNG 

FAMILY. 

12. RICH BOYS AND POOR BOYS, and 

other Tales. 

13. THE SISTERS ; a Domestic Tale. 
14.. STOLEN BOY ; an Indiau Tale. 

15. WILLIAM AND HIS UNCLE BEN. 

16. YOUNG NORTHERN TRAVELLER. 

17. YOUNG CRUSOE ; or. Shipwrecked Boy. 



NEW TALE FOU THE Y()ITN(!. 



Jubt riiblislicii, jricv l\s. bound und gilt, Illl'stil\tki) by IIaiivky, 

CANADIAN CRUSOES. 

A TALE OF THE RICE LAKE PLAINS. 



BY M1?S. TRAILL, 

AUTHORESS OF "THE BACKWOODS OF CANADA," llTf. 

K,PTT7-'Ii }3Y Af'rNKS STKTCKT.AND. 



" A very delightful book for younx readtrs. All 
eomeH right at last : the interest is deep and well 
itiutained, the stvle uniformly agreeable and lively, 
an<1 the knowledge of the writer, who has lived for 
Mime time on the Rice Lake plains., the scene of the 
ttory, adds a value to the book for readers of all 
ages. Mr. Harvey has contributt'd ^oKIe excellent 
wood-cuts, and the book is altogether a pretty and 
interesting one." — Guardian. 

" This is an extremely pleasing and not very im- 
probable fiction. The object of the writer has been 
to inculcate the virtues of eneruy and self-reliance 
under circumstances of difiiculty and danger. The 



Crusoes of this little romance are three children 
who lose their w^ay in a Canadian forest, where, by 
dint of industry and ingenuity, they contrive to 
support themselves for a period of three years. 
The story is made the vehicle of a good deal of in- 
struction besides that of a moral kind — the phen(>- 
mena of the un-ultured forest, its botanical trea- 
sures and its living occupants, furnishing the text. 
The book is exceedingly well calculated for chil- 
dren, to whom its interesting contents, its hand- 
some appearance and beautiful illustrations will 
render it an acceptable present.— Tail's Magazine, 
Sept. 1852. 
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Illustrated by IJarvey, price 7*. Qd. bound and gilt, 

THE DOCTOR'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. 



THE STORY OF 



^ €\iilVi f iff aniiirst t|* Maah anir |ills- 



By ELIZA METE YARD— (Silvkrpkn.) 



" This is a very delightful book, especially cal- 
culated for the amusement and instruction of our 
young friends ; and is evidently the production o! 
a right-thinking and accomplished mind."— C/i«rc/* 
of England Review. 

" This will be a choice present for the young."— 
BriiiMh Quarlerfy Review. 



"An elegant, interesting, and unobjectionabl9 
present for young ladies. The moral of the book 
turns on benevolence."— CAr/sWan limes. 

" This story of a Child's Life is so full of beauty 
and meekness, that we can hardly ex))re88 our 
sense of its worth in thcwoids of common praise." 
— Nonconformist. 



NEW GIFT BOOK FOR ALL SEASONS. 
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Now complete, ia 2 vols. 8vo, price 16s. each, handsomely bound in doth; or 

24st. morocco elegant, 

PILGRIMAGES TO ENGLISH SHRINES. 

BY MRS. S. C. HALL. 

WITH NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS BY F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.SA 

Ainon§ the interesting subjects of these Volumes will "be found 



THE BIRTH-PLACE OP JOHN BUNYAN. 
THE BUBIAL-PLACE OF JOHN HAMPDEN. 
THE BESIDENCE OF HANNAH MORE. 
THE TOMB OF SIR THOMAS GRESHAM. 
THE TOMB OF THOMAS GRAY. 
THE BIRTH-PLACE OF THOMAS CHATTERTON. 
THE BIRTH-PLACE OF RICHARD WILSON. 
THE HOUSE OF ANDREW MARVEL. 
THE TOMB OF JOHN STOW. 



THE HEART OF SIR NICHOLAS GRISPE. 

THE PRINTING-OFFICE OF WILLIAM CAXTON. 

SHAFTESBURY HOUSE. 

THE DWELLING OF JAMES BARRY. 

THE RESIDENCE OF DR. ISAAC WATTS. 

THE PRISON OF LADY MARY OREY. 

THE STUDIO OF TU08. GAINSBOROUGH, R.A. 

THE TOWN OF JOHN KYRLE. 

THE TOMB OF WILLIAM HOGARTH. 



THE GRAVE OF IZAAK WALTON. 

THE GRAVE OF WILLIAM PENN. 

THE MONUMENT OF WREN. 

THE GRAVE OF LADY RACHEL RUSSELL. 

EDGEWORTHSTOWN . 

THE GARDEN OF SIR THOMAS MORE. 

ESHER — THE RESIDENCE OF JANE PORTER. 

THE GRAVE OP SIR RICHARD LOVELACE. 



THE GRAVE OF GRACE AGUILAR. 
THE DWELLING OF EDMUND BURKE. 
THE REMAINS OF CLARENDON HOUSE. 
FLAXMAN'S MONUMENT. 
THE VILLAGE OP EYAM. 
THE MONUMENT OF EDWARD BIRD, R.A. 
THE GRAVE OF MRS. HOFLAND. 
CHERTSEY AND ITS NEIGHBOURHOOD. 



^^/-^/->.,/-\ 



*' Descriptions of such Shrines come home with 
deep interest to all hearts — all English hearts — 
particularly when they are done with the earneKt- 
ness which distinguishes Mrs. Hall's writings. 
That lady's earnestness and enthusiasm are of the 
right sort — ^feltfor freedom of thought and action, for 
taste, and for genius winging its flight in a nohle 
direction. They are displayed, oftentimes most 
naturally, throughout the attractive pages of this 
volume." — Observer. 

** Mrs. Hall's talents are too well known to re- 
quire our commendation of her • Pilgrimages,' which 



are every way worthy of the beautiful woodcuts that 
illustrate almost every page, and this is very high 
praise indeed. "Standard. 

" The illustrations are very effective ; and the 
whole work, externally and internally, is worthy of 
the patronage of all who love to be instructed as 
well as amused." — Church and State Gazette. 

*' The book is a pleasant one ; a collection of s 
great deal of curious information about a number of 
curious places and persons, cleverly and readily put 
together, and combined into an elegant volume."— 
Guardian. 
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R. Clay, Printer, Bread Street Hill, London. 



